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ADVGKTI^GR.    f 


"PATRIOTISM    &    CONTENT 

go  hand  in  hand  when  selecting  a  useful  Dress  from  the 
materials  manufactured  by  Messrs.  HENRY  PEASE 
&  Co.'s  SUCCESSORS,  which  meet  all  the  require- 
ments of  fastidious  buyers  as  well  as  of  economically  inclined 
ones.  THE  DARLIN&TON  GEOSS  WAEP  SEEGES 
All-Wool  Foules  and  Gold  Medal  Cashmeres 
(always  in  favour,  and  NEVER  AS  YET 
-.5^.^^=^  '-  SUPERSEDED  as  a  WOOLLEN  FABRIC) 
5^\i/'^^^  have  justly  a  world-wide  reputation,  which 
they  fully  maintain  in  their  New  Patterns, 
the  colourings  being  after  the  ^atest  modes, 
and  exceedingly  artistic.    But  a  line  to 

'^    ^    ,         ^Messrs.  H.  PEASE  &  Co.'s  SUCC^s., 

will  bring  a  TEMPTING  BOX  OF  PATTERNS,  when  the  con- 
tents can  be  discussed  and  studied  in  a  far  more  satisfactory 

manner  than  is  conveyed  in  a  mere  verbal  description."— 

The  "  Queen." 

ST.    MARY'S    HOSPITAL,    W. 

Supported  ENTIRELY  b(/  Yoluntaey  Contributions. 

The  Governors  make  an  Eaexest  appeal  for  further  Assistance,  to  enable 
them  to  meet  the  urgent  claims  made  upon  them  by  the  sick  poor  of  the 
neighbourhood. 

St.  Mary's  is  the  only  General  Hospital  in  this  district  of  London,  and  it 
relieves  over  Twenty  Eight  thousand  patients  every  year. 

Annual  Subscriptions  are  earnestly  solicited,  as  these  form  the  staple 
of  Hospital  Income.  Donations  and  Subscriptions  will  be  thankfully 
received  by  the  Bankers,  Sir  Samuel  Scott,  Bart.,  &  Co.,  ],  Cavendish 
Square,  or  by  the  Secretary,  at  the  Hospital.     PIETRO  MICHELLI,  Secretary . 


NORTON  &  SON, 
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5,    CONDUIT    STREET, 


REGENT    STREET,    W. 


Ladies'  Costumes,  Ulsters,  &c. 


Estimates  for  repairs,  on  town 
or  country  examinations,  fur- 
nished free. 
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BY  SPECIAL     %^fMmmm^    appointmeet. 

J30Cj^. ^^-     ROTHERHAM,    Veterinary 

Surgeon  and  Canine  Pathologist  by  Special  Appointment 
to  H.M.  the  Queen  and  Royal  Family,  may  be  consulted 
from  2.0  until  5.30  daily  (Saturdays  and  Sundays  ex- 
cepted; upon  those  days  by  appointment).  Fee,  2s.  6d., 
or,  by  letter,  3s.  6d. 

The  ROYAL  CANINE  SURGERY, 

55,  SOUTH  MOLTON  STREET,  BOND  STREET,  W. 
The  Hospital,  most  healthily  situated  near  Harrow-on- 
the-Hill,  has  well  appointed  and  spacious  Kennels  for 
large  dogs,  and  every  home  comfort  for  pet  dogs.  The 
exercising  ground  covers  fifty  acres  of  grass  land. 


J.    ANDREWS, 

BUILDER     AND     DECORATOR, 

W'   MOUNT   STREET,   BERKELEY   SQUARE,   W. 

SPECIALITE-SANATORY  WORKS,  AS  CARRIED  OUT 
UNDER  THE  LEADING  PROFESSORS  OF  HYGIENE. 

Established    1824. 


CHRISTOPHER   S EWE LL,(Late shepherd) 

4,    DAVIES   STREET,    BERKELEY   SQUARE,   W. 

•^7;7"  u^  T  C  lEI      .^i^lSTJD      O  IL.  O  G  KI      ISJ:  .A.  KI  E  iEi  , 

Practical  Goldsmith  and  Jeweller. 

MOURNING    AND    BRIDAL    GIFTS    TO    ORDER. 

Watches,  Clocks,  Musical  Boxes,  Cleaned,   Repaired,  and  adjusted  by  Experienced 
Workmen,   under  personal  supervision. 

CLOCKS    WOUND    BY    CONTRACT. 

Old  Gold,  Silver,  aud  Precious  Stones  Exchanged  or  Purchased  to  any  amount. 


TO  CONNOISSEURS  AND  INVALIDS. 


THE  PRINCE'S  PORT, 

50    YEARS    IN    WOOD. 

PALE    COLOR.       SOFT.       DELICATE. 

Eminent  authorities  recommend  this  PORT,  tuell 
matured  in  Wood,  not  onhj  for  general  consiunption, 
hut  especiall'j  for  the  use  of  those  siiferiwj  from  gout. 

In  Portugal,  ivhere  gout  is  unhiown,  this  style  of 
Port  is  alio  ays  u'^ed. 


BERRY  BROS-  &  Co. 

3,    ST.    O'.^lsZLElS^B     STI^EET: 
LONDON,    S.W. 

ESTABLISHED     200     YEARS. 


A  detailed  price-list  of  Wines,  Spirits,  and  Liqueurs  on  application 


1      TIME -SAYING    PUBLICATIONS. 
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g          Bills  Paid  Books 
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jg          Game  Books 
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21     0 
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g           Horse  Registers 

15     0 
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§           Household  Account  Books 

I     0 

5  0 
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^                   ,,            Inventory  Books    . 

2     0 
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g                   ,,            Washing  Books     . 

I     0 
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§           Larder  Books 

I     6 

M          Linen  Books 

6     6 
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g          Menu  Books 

4     0 
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:^          Poultry  Account  Books 

2     0 
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ig           Stable  Expenses  Books 

2     6 

|l 

:^          Visiting  Books 

4     0 
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':i          Wages  Books  (Servant's) 

5     0 
3     6 
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•  -3     6 
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;^           Wine  Bin  Books 
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||                        J.    DAY    &    SON, 
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i|      PUBLISHERS     &     BOOKSELLERS, 
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W.    FAULKNER, 

LADIES'  &  GENTLEMEN'S 

HUNTING,  SHOOTING,  &  WALKING 
BOOT    MAKER, 

52,    SOUTH    IVIOLTON    ST.,    BOND    ST.,    W. 

Manufacturer   of   the   Celebrated   Edinhurrjh  Boot    Varnish   Blachmg, 
and   Waterproof  Leather  Dressinrj. 

MILITARY    BOOTS. 

Boots  and  Shoes  to  match  Costumes. 


Russia    Leather    Boots. 

Waterproof  Patent 
Hunting  Boots. 

Improved  Flexura  Boots 

Mountain  Boots. 

Skating  Boots. 


Brown    Hide    Boots    for 
Polo  or  the  Colonies. 

Racing  Boots. 

Lawn  Tennis  Shoes. 

Slippers   to   any    style. 


LADIES'   RIDING  AHD  HUMTIHG  BOOTS  OF  EVERY  DESCRIPTION. 


Ihe  Shape  of  the  Feet  taken  and  Lasts  Modelled  on  the  most  approved 
anatomiccd  2'>rinci2'>les,  and  kept  exclusively  for  each  customer. 


W.  F.\ULKNER  begs  most  respectf\iUv  to  call  the  attention  of  Ladies  and  Gentle- 
men to  the  BOOT  'L'KEE  Branch.  Boot  Trees  assist  to  keep  the  boots  in  proper 
shape,  preventing  them  from  wrinkling  and  shrinking  after  they  have  been  worn 
in  the  wet;  they  can  be  cleaned  better,  and  do  not  require  so  much  blacking, 
thereby  preventing  tLie  deleterious  effect  produced  by  its  frequent  application. 

Lasts  &,  Boot  Trees  of  every  description  Manufactured  on  the 
Premises,  at  Most  Reasonable  Prices  for  Cash. 


Ladies  residing  in  the  Country  can  have  Boots  or  Boot  Trees  sent  their  exact 
size  by  forwarding  an  Old  Boot  by  Post. 


QHARBONNEL    &    WALKER,    I-?.. 

173,    NEW    BOND     STREET,    W., 

ICES  for  BALLS,  DINNER  and  GARDEN    PARTIES, 

IN    NOVEL    FRENCH    STYLES, 
PACKED     TO     TRAVEL     30     MILES. 

CHOCOLATE  &  COFFEE  IN  PERFECT  CONDITION. 
DESSERTS    AND    FRENCH    NOVELTIES 

IN    CONSTANT    VARIETY. 


W.  p.  LILLIGEAPP  &  Co, 


BY   SPECIAL  '5l'^^pwWl'^^K&  APPOINTMENT 

TO    H  R.H.    THE  ^"feS^^^a^^      PRINCE    OF    WALES. 


SEAL    SKIN    JACKET, 

Jwr  Cloak,  fet.  ^  Cnat  ^anMfaclnrm, 

AND 

GENERAL    FUUmERS, 
27,     DAVIES    STREET,     BERKELEY    SQUARE. 


SKINS    DRESSED    AND    MOUNTED. 

FURS   EXCHAXGET)    AM'D    TAKEK    CARE    OF. 


HEAVENS, 

HUNTING.     RACING,     AND     STEEPLECHASE 
28,    SOUTH     MOLTON     ST.,    OXFORD     ST. 


RACING    CAP    AND    JACKET    MAKER.  EXPORT    SADDLER. 


CLUB-HOUSE  SPERM  CANDLES^ 

WITH     SELF-FITTING     ENDS 

are  made  in  sizes,  4,  6,  8,  or  12  to  lb.,  pacl<ed  in  12  lb.  wood  cases,  or  in  3  lb.  boxes 

PRICE    9d.    PER    LB. 

MARCHANT    &    SON,        ^ 

Wax  Chandlers  and  Oil  Merchants,  1 

59,     BERNERS     STREET,     LONDON,     Wj 

And  at  160.  NORTH  STREET,  BRIGHTON. 


Paul's  Fish  Culture,       ^177,  Euston  Rd,  N.Wj 

Trade    Catalogue  of  the     3^^^^        World's   Fishes,  Reptiles,  -j 
Amphibies,    Press       ^""^^^jf  Opinions,  etc.,  Stamp.       ^ 

100    GREEN     TREE    FROGS     40 «    or    1-    EACHi 
100    GOLD    FISH    30-    or    6d.    EACH. 

Patent  Fish  Kettle,  i/-  extra.     Plants,  Snails,  Shingle  Free,  sent  to  anj 
part  of  the  Kingdom.     100  Carp,  Tench,  Dace,  Roach,  &:c.,  &c.,  15;'-. 

PAUL'S    AQUARIA    MANAGEMENT,  ' 

Without  changing  the  water.     Description  of  Fish,  Plants,  Snails,  &c.. 

i/-,  post  free. 

PAUL'S    FISH    LIFE    PRESERVER.  ^ 

Prepared  Pish  Food;   invigorates  the  Fish,  makes  them  grow,  keeps 
them  healthy,  full  of  lire  and  go.     Packets,  i  -,  post  paid. 

6d.  PAUL'S    FISH    CULTURE.  6d.         1 

A  Monthly  Illustrated  Journal,  published  to  raise  the  neglected  state 
of  Fish  Culture  to  its  earlier^Standard,  to  re-populate  the  rivers,  ponds, 
lakes,  (S:c.  Every  farmer,  land  or  water  owner,  should  study  aqua- 
culture.  This  journal  gives  valuable  information  how  ;(^400  PER  YEAR 
may  be  made  out  of  one  acre  of  Water, 

GEO,    DAVIBS    &   SON,   i 

HOSIERS    AND    OUTFITTERS,  \ 

29,  NORTH  AUDLEY  ST.,  GROSVENOR  SQ.,  W^ 

FACTOKT  AT  SHEPHEED'S  BUSH,  W.        ^ 


HOOPER'S 

CARNABYN, 

OR  NOURISHING  MEAT  &  MALT  WINE. 

Highly  recommended  by  the  MEDICAL  FACULTY  as  an  exceedingly 
nourisliing,  digestive  and  Restorative  compound. 

DOSE— From  Half  to  a  WineglassM  3  times  a  day. 


Preparedby  HOOPER  &   COMY-. 

55,  GROSVENOR  STREET,  ¥.  ^,       LABORATORY, 

And  at  7,  PALL  MALL  EAST,  LO^TDOI^.  /  MITCHAM,  SURREY. 

In    BOTTLES    2  6,    5/-    &    7/6. 

To   he   obtained   of  all   Chemists,    Wine  Merchants  and    Grocers   throughout    the 

Un  ited  King  do  m . 

J.     DAY    &    SON'S 

SWEDISH  NOTE  PAPER 

SUITABLE  FOR  WRITING  WITH  QUILL  OR  STEEL  PENS. 
SAMPLES    POST    FREE. 


JOHN    DAY    &    SON, 

16,      ZMZOTJjSTT      STK.EET, 


LONDON.    W. 


Now  Ready.  7th  Edition. 

BURKE'S  LANDED  GENTRY 

A  Genealogical  and  Heraldic  History  of  the  Landed 
Gentry  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 

BY 

Sir    Bernard    Burke,    C.B.,    LL!D., 

Ulster  King-of-Arms. 

Being  a  record  of  the  Lineage,  »frc.,  of  about  4,500  Families,  with  a  description  of 
their  Arms,  Crests,  &c.  Thoroughly  Revised  throughout.  This  edition  of  the 
Landed  Gentry  has  been  compiled  from  communications  made  by  the  chiefs  and 
heads  of  Families  from  their  private  papers,  traditions  and  genealogies.  The  great 
aim  has  been  to  arrive  at  accuracy,  and  in  order  to  attain  this  end,  everj'  available 
source  of  infoimation  has  been  exhausted,  and  a  correspondence  carried  on  which 
has  secured  many  thousands  of  communications  from  those  most  competent  to 
improve  and  correct  the  work.  Apocryphal  statements,  which  had  crept  into 
former  editions,  have  been  expunged,  erroneous  particulars  and  incorrect  descents 
discovered  and  omitted,  and  some  memoirs  excluded  as  being  no  longer  associated 
with  the  possession  of  landed  property. 

Two  Vols.,  'Super  Royal  Svo.         Cloth  gilt,  price  -^3  3s. 


Burie's  Peerage,  Baronetage,  Knightage,  &c. 

FOR    1887, 

One  Vol.,  Super  Royal  8vo.      Cloth  gilt,  price  £i  i8s. 


A  LARGE  DISCOUNT  FOR  CASH  OFF  THE  ABOVE  WORKS. 


SOLD     BY 

JOHN    DAY    &    SON, 

16,      l^OXJl^T       STDBEET,      "V^T 


SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER. 
SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER. 


SWEDISH    NOTE     PAPER. 


SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER. 


SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER. 
SWEDISH    NOTE     PAPER. 


SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER, 


SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER. 
SWEDISH    NOTE    PAPER. 


Samples  may  be  had  post  free  on  applioation- 
16,      MOUNT      STKEET,     W 


HIGHEST    AWARD     LIVERPOOL     EXHIBITION 


CAUTION    TO    LADIES. 

Crystal  Palace  Bond's  G-old  Medal 
Marking  Ink. 

Prepared  by  the  Daughter,  is  the  genuine,  ask  for  and  see  you  get  it.     In  Her 

Majesty's  High  Court  of  Justice  another  action,  costs  and  damages  against  the 

■wrong-doers,  for  selling  colourable  imitations.     Greatest  Marking  Ink  Maker  of 

the  World,  larger  sale  than  all  others  combined,  29  gold,  other  medals,  and  Eoyal 

appointments  to  Ci-ystal  Palace  Bond's. 

CAUTION— We  have  no  relations  soliciting  Orders. 

CAUTION— JOIIX  BOND'S  EBONITE  MARKING  INK  must  not  be  heated 
in  the  cloth.  Especially  adapted  to  Crystal  Palace  John  Bond's  india 
rubber  stamps,  metal-bodied  type,  &c.  Cheapest  house  in  Europe.  Trade  only. 
Works,  75,  Sou  thgate- road,  London,  N. 


JOHN    DAY    &    SON,    Agents, 

16,    MOUNT   STREET,   GROSVENOR   SQUARE,    W.       i 

DE    LA    RUE'S  \ 

DIARIES    FOR    1887.  ; 

SOLD    BY  j 

J.  DAY  &  SON,  16,  Mount  Street,  W.       ] 

PETTITT'S  &  BLACKWOOD'S  i 

DIARIES  FOR  1887.  \ 

SOLD    BY  ; 

J.  DAY  &  SON,  16,  Mount  Street,  W.     ^ 


HENNIG    BROS., 


New  Pcnd  Second-hand 


BILLIARD 
and 


BAGATELLE 
TABLES, 


'^^^       '^^^      ^^  ' 

/n  all  Sizes  and  at  all  Prices. 

CLOTHS,    CHALKS5    CUES,    TIPS, 

And  all  other  Billiard  Kequisites. 
WHOLESALE,   BET  AIL,    cj-   FOR   EXFOllTATIOK 

OLD   BALLS    ADJUSTED   OR   EXCHANGED, 

AND 

TABLES    RE-CUSHIONED    and    RE-COVERED, 

Adjusted,  Removed,  Bought,  Sold,  or  Warehoused, 

And  every  kind  of  Billiard  Work  executed  with  dispatch  &  at  moderate  charges. 


Price  Listsf  Cloth  and  Cusliion  Rubber  SainpUs,  Post  Free. 

When  writing  for   Samples   of  the  latter,   please  state  for  what  kind  of  Table 

they  are  wanted. 

HENNIG    BROS., 

BILLIARD    TABLE    MAKERS, 

W,  HIGH  ST.,  LONDON,  W.C. 

(Opposite  St.  Giles's  Church.) 
ESTABLISHED       1862. 


Mr.   JOHN   D.    WOOD, 

Agent    for 
WEST-END    HOUSES, 

COUNTRY    HOUSES, 

SUMMER  and  RIVERSIDE  HOUSES, 
SHOOTINGS  and  FISHINGS, 
HUNTING    BOXES, 

YACHTING    HOUSES. 
0ffices~19,  MOUNT  ST.,  LONDON.  W. 


•The  Cambrics  of  Robinson  &  Cleaver  have  a  world-wi. 
fame.— "C?//^^«. 


Children's 
Ladies'     - 

G.-nts'      - 


1/2     §   j     Hemstitched: 
21 U  '^   I  Ladies'    -     2/11^ 
3/6"'  ^   I  Gents'      -    4/11 


GAMBilG 
POCKET  HANDKERCHIEF! 


IRISH 

DAMASK 
TABLE 
LINEN, 


Fish  Napkins,  2/11  p( 
doz.     Dinner  Napkin 
5/6  per  dozen.     Tabl' 
Cloths,  2  yds.   square 
2/11 ;  21  yds.  by  3  yd 
5/11     each.       Kitche 
Table      Cloths,     ll^c 
each.     Strong    Hucka 
back  Towels,   4/6   pe 
doz.      Monograms 
Crests,  Coats  of  Arms' 
Initials,  &c.,  Woven  an(| 
Embroidered.   SamiDle;' 
and    Illustrated    prict 
lists  post  free  to  anj 
part  of  the  World.        j 


ROBINSON  &  CLEAVER,  by  Special  Appointments  to  H.M.  th( 
Quci'ii  and  ILL  v\:  L.H.  the  Crown  Princess  of  Germany,  BELFAST, 

TO       H  O  TJ  S  E  "VV?"  I  "V"  E  S. 

22  Pages  (Illustrated)  post  free.     See  Pages  6  to  lo  for 

HOW    TO    MAKE    BLANC    MANGE, 


Baked  Custard,  Farola  Cream.  Farola  Cake, 
Puddings,  Milk  Porridge.  Children's  or  Fami 
Steamed  Pudding,  French  Pudding.  Italian 
Pastry,  Scones  and  Sweet  Cakes,  and  Semoli 
taste,  together  with  the  opinions  o_f  the  British 
i^c.  Post  Free  from  Messrs.  J.  &  I  .  Marshall, 
Street,  London.  N.B.  — Everyone  is  much  pi 
Send  your  address  (naming  this  publication) 
It  will  be  sent  you  free  of  charge. 


Granola  Porridge,  Grande 

ly  Pudding.  Baked  Pudding 

Polenta,   Semolina     Soup, 

ina  Cake,  v/ith  economyanc 

Medical  Joj(?-nal,  l.ancct,  S:c.. 
Glasgow,  and  15,  New  Broad 
eased  with  this    little  work, 

by  post  card  or  letter,  and 


Send  your  Name  and  Address,  and  mention  Day's  Advertiser,  and  receive,  per 
return,  post  free,  sample  and  particulars  of 

SMITH'S- COLCHESTER 

THE    BEST    DIGESTIVE. 

No  household  should  be  without  this  valuable  and  Palatable  Stimulant,  so 
highly  spoken  of  by  the  great  Duke  of  Wellington.  A  small  piece  taken  after  a 
meal  is  an  effectual  Preve.xtative  against  Indigestion,  heaviness  or  burning  on 
the  Chest,  and  fulness  after  meals  ;  or,  taken  at  bed-time,  by  its  warmth-giving  and 
Stomachic  properties,  Pro.motes  Sleep.  A  small  piece  dissolved  in  the  mouth 
when  exposed  to  damp  and  cold  Warms  the  Chest,  and  prevents  those  injuries 
which  arise  from  Chills.  It  is  invaluable  to  Sportsmen,  and  is  recommended  by 
tlte  Duchess  of  Beaufort,  the  Marquis  of  Waterford,  &c.,  &c.,  S:c.  Price  i/i^,  2/9, 
and  4/6  ;  of  all  Chemists.  Be  careful  to  buy  only  Smith's-Colchester  Live-Long 
rH^PMi^^.^^^'^r^r^"^  SHENSTONE  (Late  Smith  and  Shenstone), 
Liit-MlSI,  COLCHESIER,  as,  in  consequence  of  its  popularity,  and  the 
commonness  of  the  name  (Smith),  imitations  are  rife.Per  Post,  1/4,  3/-,  and  5/-; 
or,  sample,  free  . 
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RED     SPIDER. 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

A   DEAD   DOG. 

The  second  niglit  of  watcli  proved  unavailing, 
for  the  best  of  good  reasons,  that  the  watch 
was  not  kept.  Ohver  Luxmore  sat  up,  but, 
iinding  the  night  chilly  outside  the  house, 
attempted  to  keep  watch  witli  a  pipe  of 
tobacco  and  a  jug  and  glass  of  cider  posset 
within.  The  consequence  was  that  he  went 
to  sleep  over  the  fire.  During  that  same  night 
another  of  the  lambs  was  worried.  Mischief 
had  also  been  done  at  Swaddledown,  as  the 
family  heard  during  tlie  day.  There  a  ewe 
had  been  killed,  overrun,  thrown  into  a  grip 
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(dyke  by  hedge)  whence  it  could  not  rise,  and 
where  it  had  been  torn,  and  had  died. 

'We  must  not  ask  your  father  to  watch 
again,'  said  Hillary,  with  the  corners  of  his 
mouth  twitching.  '  We  believe  what  he  says 
now  when  he  tells  us  he  is  very  shortsighted. 
I  will  come  to-night  and  the  night  after,  if 
need  be,  till  I  earn  my  guinea.  The  rascal 
has  been  here  twice  and  has  escaped.  He 
shall  not  succeed  the  third  time.  I  will  take 
a  nap  by  day  and  be  lively  as  an  owl  at 
night.' 

The  maids  at  Chims worthy  joked  the  lad 
about  his  visits  to  the  cottage ;  he  did  not  go 
there  after  the  dog,  but  after  Kate.  A  guinea  ! 
What  was  a  guinea  to  the  heir  of  Chimsworthy? 
A  young  man  cares  more  for  girls'  hearts  than 
for  money.  He  did  not  contradict  them,  he 
turned  aside  their  banter  with  banter.  But 
the  lively  conversation  of  Kate  had  lost  its 
charm  for  him.  He  exchanged  jests  with  her, 
but  took  less  pleasure  than  heretofore  in  doing 
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SO.  That  night  and  the  next  he  spent  at  liis 
post  watching  for  the  lamb-killer.  Honor 
gave  him  her  company.  He  was  surprised  at 
himself  for  becoming  serious,  still  more  that 
the  conversation  and  society  of  the  grave 
Honor  should  afford  him  so  much  pleasure. 
In  her  company  everything  assumed  a  new 
aspect,  was  seen  through  coloured  glass. 

Honor  herself  was  changed  during  these 
still  night  watches.  A  softness,  inbred  in  her, 
but  to  which  she  was  unable  to  yield  during 
the  day,  manifested  itself  in  her  manner,  her 
speech,  lier  appearance,  a  bloom  as  that  on  the 
plum.  Her  inner  heart  unfolded  like  a  night- 
flower,  and  poured  forth  fragrance.  Thoughts 
that  had  long  dwelt  and  worked  in  her  mind, 
but  to  which  she  had  never  given  words, 
found  expression  at  last.  Her  real  mind,  her 
great,  pure,  deep  soul,  had  been  as  a  fountain 
sealed  to  her  father  and  sister  Kate ;  they 
could  not  have  understood  her  thoughts ;  she 
knew  this  without  acknowledc^inn^  it  other  than 
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by  instinctive  silence.     But  now  she  had  beside 
her  a  companion,  sympathetic,  intelhgent ;  and 
the  night  that  veiled  their  faces  and  the  work- 
iner  of  their  emotions  allowed  tliem  to  sneak 
with  frankness.     Banter  died  away  on  Hillary's 
lips,  he  respected  her  and  her   thoughts   too 
highly   to   treat   either   lightly.      Though    he 
could  not  fully  understand  her  he  could  not 
withhold  his  reverence.     He  saw  the  nobility 
of  her  character,  her  self-devotion  made  beau- 
tiful by  its  unconsciousness,  her  directness  of 
purpose,  her  thoroughness,  and  her  clear  sim- 
plicity running  through  her  life  like  a  sparkling 
river.     Her  nature  was  the  reverse  of  his  own. 
He  treated  life  as  a  holiday,  and  its  duties  as 
annoyances  ;  she  looked  to  the  duties  as  con- 
stituting  life,  and   to   pleasures   as   accidents. 
He   became   dissatisfied  with  himself  without 
feeling  resentment  towards  Honor  for  inspiring 
the  feeling.     With  all  his  frivolity  and  self- 
conceit  there  was   good   stuff  in  Hillary.     It 
was  evidence  of  this  that  he  now  appreciated 
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Honor.  At  night,  under  the  dark  heavens 
strewn  with  stars,  or  with  the  moon  rising  as  a 
globe  of  gold  over  Dartmoor,  these  two  young 
people  sat  on  the  bench,  wuth  potato-sacks 
over  their  shoulders  sheltering  them  from  the 
dew,  or  at  the  hearth  suffused  by  the  glow  of 
the  peat  embers,  and  talked  with  muffled  voices 
as  if  in  church. 

The  second,  the  third  night,  during  wdiich 
Hillary  watched,  passed  uneventfully.  Each 
night,  or  morning  rather,  as  Hillary  left,  the 
pressure  of  his  hand  clasping  that  of  Honor 
became  w\armer.  After  he  was  gone,  the  girl  sat 
musing  for  some  minutes,  listening  to  his  dying 
steps  as  he  passed  along  the  lane  homewards. 
Then  she  sighed,  shook  her  head,  as  though  to 
shake  off  some  dream  tha*^  tole  over  her,  and 
went  to  bed. 

Hillary's  determined  watching  was  not, 
however,  destined  to  remain  fruitless.  Early 
on  the  fourth  night,  after  he  had  been  at  his 
post   an   hour,   the   bleating    and   scampering 
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of  the  slieep  showed  that  their  enemy  was  at 
hand. 

In  another  moment  both  saw  a  dark  animal 
dash  across  the  field  hi  pursuit.  Hillary  fired, 
and  the  creature  fell  over. 

'  Bring  a  lantern,  Honor,'  he  shouted.  •  Let 
us  see  whose  dog  it  is.' 

She  ran  indoors.  Her  father  and  Kate  had 
been  roused  by  the  report. 

When  she  returned  with  the  lantern  to 
the  field,  'You  were  right,  Honor,'  said 
Hillary, '  this  is  Uncle  Taverner's  Eover.  Poor 
fellow,  we  were  friends  once,  when  I  was 
allowed  at  Langford.  Now  he  and  his 
master  have  fallen  to  bad  ways.  I  have  put 
the  seal  on  my  misdoings,  and  Uncle  Taverner 
will  never  forgive  me  for  having  shot  his 
dog.' 

'  Well,  perhaps  you  will  recover  your  wits 
now^'  said  Kate. 

'Wits!  why?' 

'  Wits — you  have  been  dull  enough  lately. 
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Perhaps  as  the  clog  went  sheep-kilhDg,  your 
wits  went  wool-gathering.  They  have  been 
dead,  or  not  at  home.' 

'  Go  home,  Larry,'  said  Honor  ;  '  and  take 
our  best  thanks  to  warm  you.' 

Hillary,  however,  seemed  ill-disposed  to  go. 
He  hung  about  the  kitchen  pretending  that  his 
fingers  wanted  warming,  or  considering  what 
was  to  be  done  with  the  carcass  of  the  dog. 
What  he  really  desired  was  a  further  chat  with 
Honor.  But  Kate  would  not  allow  him  to  be 
alone  with  her  sister,  though  unsuspicious  of 
the  state  of  his  feelings,  and  indifferent  to  them 
herself.  She  was  like  a  mosquito  that  buzzes 
about  a  sleep-drunk  man,  threatening  him, 
rousing  him,  settling,  and  stabbing,  and  escaping 
before  his  hand  can  chastise.  The  more  she 
plied  him  with  her  jokes,  the  more  dispirited 
he  became,  and  incapable  of  repartee. 

'  Well,'  said  he  at  length,  '  I  suppose  it  is 
time  for  all  to  go  to  bed.  You  have  all  seen 
enough  of  the  dead  dog.' 
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'And  we  of  the  live  lion,'  said  Kate. 

He  went  hesitatingly  to  the  door,  then 
came  back,  tied  the  dog's  hind  feet  together, 
and  slung  the  body  over  his  back  on  his  gun. 
Then  he  w^ent  back  to  the  door. 

Kate  said  something  to  Honor,  gave  Larry 
a  nod,  and  went  away  to  bed. 

Honor  accompanied  him  to  the  door,  to 
fasten  it  after  him. 

'  I  wish  Eover  had  not  come  for  a  couple 
of  hours,'  he  said,  as  he  held  out  his  hand. 

'  You  have  won  your  guinea,  and  must  be 
content,'  she  answered  wdth  a  smile. 

'  Do  you  suppose  I  care  for  the  guinea, 
except  that  I  may  share  it  with  you  ? '  he  asked. 
'  I'll  tell  you  what  we  Avill  do  with  it,  break  it 
in  half,  and  each  keep  a  half.' 

'  Then  it  will  be  of  no  good  to  either,' 
answered  Honor.  '  You  told  me  yourself  that 
the  money  was  a  consideration  to  you,  as  you 
were  empty-pocketed.' 

'  I  foTgot  all  about  the  guinea  after  the  first 
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night  in  the  pleasure  of  being  with  you.  I 
would  give  the  guinea  to  be  allowed  to  come 
here  again  to-morrow  night.  Confound  old 
Eover  for  being  in  such  a  hurry  for  his  dose  of 
lead; 

'What  is  that  about  lead?'  called  Kate 
from  the  steps  of  the  stairs.  '  I  think,  Larr}', 
the  lead  has  got  into  your  brains,  and  into  your 
feet.' 

Honor  shook  her  head,  and  tried  to  with- 
draw her  hand  from  that  of  the  young  man  ; 
but  he  would  not  release  it.  '  No,  Larry,  no, 
that  cannot  be.' 

'  May  I  not  come  again  ?  ' 

'  No,  Larry,  on  no  account,'  she  said  gravely. 

'  But,  Honor,  if  I  come  down  the  lane,  and 
you  hear  the  owls  call  very  loud  under  the 
bank,  you  wall  open  the  door  and  slip  out. 
You  will  bring  the  potato-sacks,  and  let  us 
have  a  talk  again  on  the  bench  with  them 
over  our  shoulders  ?  ' 

'  No,  I  will  not — indeed  I  will  not.     I  pray 
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you,  if  you  have  any  thought  for  me,  do  not 
try  this.  Good-night,  Larry — ^you  are  a 
brother  to  me.' 

She  wrenched  her  hand  from  his,  and  shut 
the  door.  He  heard  her  bolt  it.  Then  he 
went  down  the  steps  and  walked  away,  ill 
pleased.  But  after  he  had  gone  some  distance, 
he  turned,  and  saw  the  cottage  door  open,  and 
Honor  standing  in  it,  Jier  dark  figure  against 
the  fire  glow.  Had  she  relented  and  changed 
her  mind?  He  came  back.  Then  the  door 
was  shut  and  barred  again.  He  was  offended, 
and,  to  disguise  his  confusion,  whistled  a  merry 
air,  and  whistled  it  so  loud  as  that  Honor  might 
hear  it  and  understand  that  her  refusal  gave 
him  no  concern. 

Hillary  had  not  reached  the  end  of  the 
lane  before  he  stumbled  against  Charles. 

'  Hallo ! '  exclaimed  the  latter.  '  What  are 
you  doing  here  at  this  time  o'  night  .^  Got 
your  gun,  eh  ?  And  game  too,  eh  ?  Poaching 
on   Langford.     A  common   poacher.     I'll   re- 
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port  you.  Not  hare-hunting  yet  ?  Take  care 
how  you  do  that.  I'll  break  your  neck  if  you 
come  near  Langford  after  that  game.' 

'  What  you  have  been  doing  is  clear 
enough,'  said  Hillary,  stepping  aside.  'You 
have  been  at  the  "  Eing  of  Bells,"  drinking.' 

'What  if  I  have.^  No  harm  in  that,  if  I 
have  money  to  pay  my  score.  Nothing  against 
that,  have  you  ?  ' 

'  Nothing  at  all ;  but  I  doubt  your  having 
the  money.  A  week  ago  you  were  reduced  to 
a  brass  token.' 

'  You  think  yourself  cock  of  the  walk,  do 
you  ? '  said  Charles,  insolently,  '  because  you 
are  heir  to  Chimsworthy?  What  is  Chims- 
worthy  to  Coombe  Park  ?  Come  !  I  bet  now 
you've  naught  but  coppers  in  your  pocket. 
Hands  in  and  see  which  can  make  the  most 
show.' 

As  he  spoke,  he  thrust  forth  his  palm,  and 
Hillary  heard  the  chink  of  money,  and  the 
sound  of  coins  falling  on  the  stones. 
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'  If  you  had  money  at  the  fair-time,'  said 
Hillary,  coldly,  '  all  I  can  say  is  that  you 
behaved  infamously.' 

'  I  had  no  money  then.' 

'  How  you  have  got  it  since,  I  do  not  know,' 
said  Hillary. 

'  That  is  no  concern  of  yours.  Master 
Larry,'  answered  Charles,  roughly.  '  You  will 
live  to  see  me  Squire  at  Coombe  Park ;  and 
when  I'm  there,  curse  me  if  I  don't  offer  you 
the  place  of  game-keeper  to  keep  off  rogues. 
An  old  poacher  is  the  best  keeper.' 

'You  cur! '  exclaimed  Hillary,  blazing  up. 
'  This  is  my  game.'  He  swung  the  dead  dog 
about,  and  struck  Charles  on  the  cheek  with 
the  carcass  so  violently  as  to  knock  him  into 
the  hedge.  '  This  is  my  game.  Your  master's 
dog,  which  has  been  worrying  and  killing  your 
father's  lambs  whilst  you  have  been  boozing 
in  a  tavern.' 

'  By  George  ! '  swore  Charles,  with  difficulty 
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picking  himself  up.  'I'll  break  your  cursed 
neck,  I  will.' 

But  Larry  had  gone  on  his  way  by  the 
time  Charles  had  regained  equilibrium. 

'This  is  the  second  time  he's  struck  me 
down,'  said  Charles,  and  next  moment  a  great 
stone  passed  Larry,  then  another  struck  the 
dead  dog  on  his  back  with  sufficient  force  to 
have  stunned  him  had  it  struck  his  head. 

He  turned  and  shouted  angrily,  '  You 
tipsy  blackguard,  heave  another,  and  I'll  shoot. 
The  gun  is  loaded.' 

'  And,  by  George !  I'll  break  your  neck  ! ' 
yelled  Charles  after  him. 
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CHAPTEE  XX. 

A   FIVE-POUND    NOTE. 

No  sooner  had  Hillary  got  the  guinea  for  shoot- 
ing the  sheep-killer  than  he  went  to  the  cottage 
and  offered  half  to  Honor  Luxmore.  She 
refused  it,  and  would  by  no  persuasion  be  in- 
duced to  accept  it. 

'  No,  Larry,  no — a  thousand  times  no. 
You  redeemed  my  cloak,  and  will  not  let  me 
pay  you  for  that.  I  will  not  touch  a  farthing 
of  this  well-earned  prize.' 

Then  Larry  went  to  Tavistock  and  expended 
part  of  the  money  in  the  purchase  of  a  hand- 
some silk  kerchief,  white  with  sprigs  of  lilac, 
and  shps  of  moss-rose  on  it.  He  returned  in 
the  carrier's   van   instead   of  waitin^:^   for   his 
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father,  who  remained  to  drink  with  other 
farmers.  This  entailed  the  walking  up  of  the 
hills.  When  he  got  out  for  this  object,  he  left 
his  parcel  on  the  seat.  On  his  return  he  found 
the  women  w^ithin  sniggering. 

'  Don't  }''  be  offended  at  us  now,'  said  one. 
'  But  it  is  just  so.  Your  parcel  came  open  of 
herself  wi'  the  jolting  of  the  Vivid,  and  us 
couldn't  help  seeing  what  was  inside.  Us  can't 
be  expected  to  sit  wi'  our  eyes  shut.  'Taint 
in  reason  nor  in  nature.  I  must  say  this — 'tis 
a  pretty  kerchief,  and  Kate  Luxmore  will  look 
like  a  real  leddy  in  it  o'  Sunday,  to  be  sure.' 

Then  the  rest  of  the  women  laughed. 

Hillary  coloured,  and  was  annoyed.  The 
parcel  had  not  come  open  of  itself  The 
women's  inquisitive  fingers  had  opened  it,  and 
their  curious  eyes  had  examined  the  contents. 
They  had  rushed  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
kerchief  was  intended  for  Kate — Larry  was 
much  about  with  the  maiden,  they  were  always 
teasing    each    other,    laughing    together,   and 
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Hillary   had    been    several    evenings    to    tlie 
carrier's  cottage  guarding  the  lambs  and  sheep. 

The  young  man  did  not  disabuse  them  of 
•their  error.  He  was  vexed  that  they  should 
suppose  him  caught  by  the  rattle  Kate,  instead 
of  by  the  reliable  Honor  ;  it  showed  him  that 
they  supposed  him  less  sensible  than  he  was. 
But  he  thought  with  satisfaction  of  the  surprise 
of  the  gossips  on  Sunday,  when  they  saw  the 
kerchief  about  the  neck  of  the  elder  sister, 
instead  of  that  of  Kate. 

In  this  expectation,  however,  he  was  dis- 
appointed. Next  day,  he  went  to  the  cottage  at 
an  hour  when  he  was  sure  to  find  Honor  there 
alone,  and,  with  radiant  face  and  sparkling  eyes, 
unfolded  the  paper,  and  offered  his  present  to 
the  girl. 

Honor  was  more  startled  than  pleased — at 
least,  it  seemed  so — and  at  first  absolutely 
declined  the  kerchief.  '  No,  Larry,  I  thank 
you  for  your  kind  thought,  but  I  must  not 
accept  it.    I  am  sorry  tliat  you  have  spent  your 
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money — the  kerchief  is  very  pretty ;  but  I  can- 
not wear  it.' 

'  How  wrong-headed  and  haughty  you  are, 
Honor !  Why  will  you  not  take  it  ?  '  The 
blood  made  his  face  dark,  he  was  offended  and 
angry.  He  had  never  made  a  girl  a  present 
before,  and  this,  his  first,  was  rejected.  'It 
gave  me  a  vast  deal  of  pleasure  buying  it.  I 
turned  over  a  score,  and  couldn't  well  choose 
which  would  look  best  on  your  shoulders.  You 
have  given  me  good  advice  ;  and  here  is  my 
return,  as  an  assurance  that  I  will  observe  it.' 

'  I  am  not  wrong-headed  and  haughty, 
Larry,'  answered  Honor,  gently.  '  But  see ! 
in  spite  of  what  I  said,  in  spite  of  my 
better  judgment,  rather  than  wound  you, 
I  will  take  the  handkerchief.  Indeed,  in- 
deed, dear  Larry,  I  am  not  unthankful  and 
ungracious,  though  I  may  seem  so.  And  now 
I  will  only  take  it  as  a  pledge  that  you  have 
laid  my  words  to  heart.  Let  it  mean  that,  and 
that  only.     But,  Larry,  the  women  in  the  van 
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saw  it.  I  cannot  wear  it  just  now,  certainly 
not  on  Sunday  next.  You  know  yourself  what 
conclusions  they  would  draw,  and  we  must  not 
deceive  them  into  taking  us  to  be  what  we  are 
not,  and  never  can  be,  to  each  other.' 

'Why  not,  Honor?' 

Instead  of  answering,  she  said  with  a  smile, 
'  My  brother,  Larry,  this  I  will  undertake. 
When  I  see  that  you  have  become  a  man  of 
deeds  and  not  of  words,  then  I  will  throw  the 
kerchief  round  my  neck  and  wear  it  at  church. 
It  shall  be  a  token  to  you  of  my  approval. 
Will  that  content  you  ?  ' 

He  tried  his  utmost  to  obtain  a  further 
concession.  She  was  resolute.  She  did  not 
wish  to  be  ungracious,  but  she  was  determined 
to  give  him  no  encouragement.  She  had 
thought  out  her  position,  and  resolved  on  her 
course.  She  knew  that  her  way  was  chalked  for 
her.  She  must  be  mother  to  all  her  little  sisters 
and  brothers,  till  they  were  grown  up  and  had 
dispersed.    There  was  no  saying  what  her  father 
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might  do  were  she  away.  He  might  marry 
again,  and  a  stepmother  would  ill-treat  or 
neglect  the  little  ones.  If  she  were  to  marry, 
it  could  be  on  one  understanding  only,  that  she 
brought  the  family  with  her  to  the  husband's 
house — and  to  that  no  man  would  consent.  It 
would  be  unfair  to  burden  a  young  man  thus. 
Her  father,  moreover,  was  not  a  man  to  be  left. 
What  Charles  had  become,  without  a  firm 
hand  over  him,  that  might  Oliver  Luxmore  also 
become,  even  if  he  did  not  marry.  His  dis- 
positions were  not  bad,  but  his  character  was 
infirm.  No !  it  was  impossible  for  her  to 
contemplate  marriage.  Kate  might,  but  not 
she.  The  line  of  duty  lay  clear  before  her  as 
a  white  road  in  summer  heat,  and  she  had  not 
even  the  wish  to  desert  it.  It  was  right  for  her 
to  nip  Larry's  growing  liking  for  herself,  at 
once  and  in  the  bud. 

After  Larry  had  gone,  she  folded  and  put 
away  his  present  among  her  few  valuables. 
She  valued  it,  as  the  first  warm  breath  of  spring 

c  2 


« 

20  RED  SPIDER 

is  valued.  She  said  nothing|  to  Kate  or  the 
others  about  it.  Her  heart  'was  hghter,  and 
she  sans:  over  her  work.  The  httle  offerinfr 
was  a  token  tliat  through  the  troubled  sky  the 
sun  was  about  to  shine. 

A  day  or  two  after,  Charles  lounged  in, 
and  seated  himself  by  tlie  fire.  She  was 
pleased  to  see  him.  He  was  at  honest  work 
with  Mr.  Langford,  earning  an  honest  wage. 
She  said  as  much.  Charles  laughed  con- 
temptuously. '  Mnepence,'  he  said,  '  ninepence 
a    day.      What  is   ninepence  ?  ' 

'  It  is  more  than  you  had  as  a  soldier.' 
'  But  as  a  soldier  I  liad  the  uniform  and 
the  position.      Now  I  am  a  day-labourer — I,  a 
Luxmore,  the  young  squire  with  ninepence  and 
lodging  and  meat.' 

'  Well,  Charles,  it  is  a  beginning.' 

'  Beginning  at  ninepence.     As  Mrs.  Veale 

says,  "  One  can't  stand  upon  coppers  and  keep 

out  of  the  dirt."    What  is  the  meat  and  drink  ? 

The  cider  cuts  one's  throat  as  it  c^oes  down, 
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and  the  food  is  insufficient  and  indigestible. 
If  I  had  not  a  friend  to  forage  for  me,  I  should 
be  badly  off.' 

'  If  you  keep  this  place  a  twelvemonth,  you 
will  get  a  better  situation  next  year.' 

'  Keep  at  Langford  a  twelvemonth  !  *  ex- 
claimed Charles.  '  Not  if  I  know  it.  It  won't 
do.     Never  mind  wdiy.     I  say  it  ^von't  do.' 

Then  he  began  working  his  heel  in  a  hole 
of  the  floor  where  the  slate  was  broken. 

'  You  know  Mrs.  Veale  ?  '  he  asked,  without 
looking  at  his  sister. 

'  Yes,  Charles.  That  is,  I  have  seen  her, 
and  have  even  spoken  to  her,  but — know  her 
— that  is  more  than  1  profess.  She  is  not  a 
person  I  am  like  to  know.' 

'  You  had  better  not,'  said  Charles.  '  She 
don't  love  you.  When  I  mention  your  name 
her  face  turns  green.  She'd  ill-wish  you  if  she 
could.' 

'  I  have  never  done  her  an  injury,'  said 
Honor. 
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'That  may  be.  Hate  is  like  love,  it 
pitches  at  random,  as  Mrs.  Veale  says.  You 
may  laugh,  Honor,  but  that  same  woman  is 
in  love  with  me.' 

'  Nonsense  ! '  Honor  did  not  laugh,  she 
was  too  shocked  to  laugh. 

'  What  is  there  nonsensical  in  that  ?  I  tell 
you  she  is.  She  cooks  me  better  food  than  for 
the  rest  of  the  men,  aud  she  favours  me  in 
many  ways.' 

'  She  cannot  be  such  a  fool.' 

'  There  is  no  folly  in  fancying  me,'  said 
Charles,  sharply.  '  I  have  good  looks,  have 
seen  the  world,  and  compare  with  the  louts 
here  as  wheat  with  rye.  Many  a  woman 
has  lost  her  heart  to  a  younger  man  than 
herself.' 

'  Charles,  you  must  be  plain  and  rough 
with  her  if  this  be  so — though  I  can  scarce 
believe  it.' 

'No    one  forces   you   to   beheve   it.     But 
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don't  you  think  I'm  going  to  make  IVIrs.  Yeale 

your  sister-in-law.  I'm  too  wide-awake  for 
that.  She  is  ugly,  and — she's  a  bad  un. 
Yes/  musingly,  '  she  is  a  bad  un.' 

Then  he  worked  his  heel  more  vigorously 
in  the  hole.  '  Take  care  what  you  are  about, 
Charles,  you  are  breaking  the  slate,  and 
making  what  was  bad,  worse.' 

'  I  wish  I  had  Mrs.  Yeale's  heart  under  that 
there  stone,'  said  Charles,  viciously.  '  I'd  grind 
my  heel  into  it  till  I'd  worked  through  it. 
You  don't  know  how  uncomfortable  she 
makes  me.' 

'  Well,  keep  her  at  arm's  length.' 

'I  can't  do  it.  She  won't  let  me.  She 
runs  after  me  as  a  cat  after  a  milk-maid.' 

'  Surely,  Charles,  you  can  just  put  a  stop  to 
that.' 

'  I  suppose  I  must.' 

He  continued,  in  spite  of  remonstrance, 
grinding   through    the   broken   slate   into    the 
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earth.  His  face  was  hot  and  red.  He  put  his 
elbow  up,  and  wiped  his  brow  on  his  sleeve. 

'  It  is  cursed  warm  here,'  he  said  at  last. 

'  Then  keep  away  from  the  fire.  I'm  glad 
you  have  come  to  see  me,  Charles  ;  I  always 
wish  you  well.' 

'  Oh,  for  the  matter  of  that  I  only  came 
here  to  be  out  of  the  way  of  Mrs.  Yeale.' 

Then  Honor  laughed.  'Eeally,  Charles, 
this  is  childish.' 

'  It  is  not  kind  of  you  to  laugh,'  said  he, 
sulkily  ;  '  you  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  have 
your  head  turned,  and  to  feel  yourself  pulled 
about  and  drawn  alon^j  ao-ainst  your  will.  It 
is  like  "  oranges  and  lemons,"  as  we  played  at 
school,  when  you  are  on  the  weakest  side.' 

'  Whither  can  Mrs.  Yeale  draw  you  .^  Not 
to  the  altar  rails,  surely.' 

'  Oh  no  !  not  to  the  altar-rails.  Mrs.  Yeale 
is  a  bad  un.' 

His  manner  puzzled  Honor.  She  was  con- 
vinced he  was  not  telling  her  everything. 
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'  What  is  it,  Charles  ?  '  she  said  ;  '  you  may 
give  me  your  confidence.  Tell  me  all  that 
troubles  you.  What  is  behind  ?  I  know  you 
are  keeping  back  something  from  me.  If  I 
can  advise  and  help  you.  I  will  do  so.  I  am 
your  nearest  sister.'  Then  she  put  her  arms 
round  his  neck  and  kissed  him. 

*  Don't  do  that,'  said  he,  rouglily.  '  I  hate 
scenes,  sisterly  affection  and  motherly  counsel, 
and  all  that  sort  of  batter-pudding  without  eg^ 
and  sugar.  I  reckon  I  am  outgrown  that  long 
as^o.  I  have  been  a  soldier  and  know  the  world. 
If  you  think  to  pin  me  to  your  apron,  as  you 
have  pinned  father,  you  are  mightily  mistaken. 
No ;  I  will  tell  you  no  more,  only  this — don't 
be  surprised  if  I  leave  Langford.  Ninepence 
a  day  is  not  enough  to  hold  me.' 

'  Oh,  Charles,  I  entreat  you  to  stay.  You 
have  regular  work  there  and  regular  pay.  As 
for  Mrs.  Veale ' 

'  Curse  Mrs.  Veale  ! '  interrupted  Charles, 
and  with  a  stamp   of   his   iron-shod  heel  he 
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broke  the  corners  of  the  slate  slab.     Then  he 
stood  up.     . 

'Look  here,  Honor.  I  mustn't  forget  a 
message.  Old  Langford  wants  to  see  my  father 
mighty  jDarticular,  and  he  is  to  come  up  to 
the  house  to  have  a  talk  with  him.  He  told 
me  so  himself,  and  indeed  sent  me  here. 
Father  is  to  come  up  this  evening,  as  he  is  not 
at  home  now.  You  will  remember  to  send 
him.  Honor  ?  ' 

'  Yes,'  she  answered,  bending  her  face  over 
her  work,  '  yes,  I  shall  not  forget,  Charles.' 

Her  brother  had  not  the  faintest  suspicion 
that  his  master  was  a  suitor  for  Honor's  hand. 
Mrs.  Veale  knew  it,  but  she  did  not  tell  him. 
She  had  reasons  for  not  doing  so. 

'  Ninepence  per  diem ! '  muttered  the  young 
man,  standing  in  the  doorway.  'That  makes 
fourpence  for  ale,  and  fourpence  for  baccy,  and 
a  penny  for  clothing.  T'aint  reasonable.  I 
won't  stand  it.     I  reckon  I'll  be  off.' 

Then,  after  a  moment   of  irresolution,  he 
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came  back  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  and, 
taking  Honor's  head  between  his  hands,  said  in 
an  altered  tone,  as  he  kissed  her, '  After  all,  you 
are  a  good  girl.  Don't  be  angry  if  I  spoke 
sharp.  I'm  that  ruffled  I  don't  know  what  I 
say,  or  what  I  do.  You  mayn't  be  a  proper 
Luxmore  in  spirit — that  is,  not  like  father  and 
me — but  you  are  hard-working,  and  so  I  for- 
give you  in  a  Christian  spirit.  As  Mrs.  Yeale 
says,  even  the  Chosen  People  must  have 
Gibeonites  to  hew  wood  and  draw  water  for 
them.  After  I  am  gone,  look  under  the  china 
dog  on  the  mantel-shelf.' 

Then  he  went  hastily  away. 

Honor  shuddered.  His  breath  smelt  of 
brandy. 

Half  an  hour  later,  Oliver  Luxmore  came 
in.  Then  Honor  told  him  that  Charles  had 
been  to  the  house  with  a  message  for  him  from 
Mr.  Lanoford.  Oliver  rubbed  his  head  and 
looked  forlorn.  He  knew  as  well  as  his 
daughter  what  this  meant. 
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'  I  suppose,'  said  lie,  in  a  timid,  questioning 
tone.  '  I  suppose,  Honor,  you  have  not  thought 
better  of  what  we  was  discussing  together? 
Xo  doubt  Mr.  Langford  is  impatient  for  his 
answer.' 

'  No  doubt,'  answered  the  girl. 

'  You  haven't  reconsidered  your  difficulty  in 
the  matter?  It  seems  to  me — but  then  I  am 
nobody,  though  your  father — it  seems  to  me 
that  if  there  be  no  prior  attachment,  as  folks 
call  it — and  you  assure  me  there  is  none — there 
can't  be  great  hardship  in  taking  him.  Eiches 
and  lands  are  not  bad  things  ;  and.  Honor,  it 
is  worth  considering  that  in  this  world  we  never 
can  have  everything  we  desire.  Providence 
always  mixes  the  portions  we  are  given  to 
sup.' 

'Yes,  father,  that  is  true.  I  am  content 
with  that  put  to  my  lips.  It  is  sweet,  for  I 
have  your  love,  and  the  love  of  all  my  brothers 
and  sisters.  Charles  has  been  here,  and  he 
kissed  me  as  he  never  kissed  me  before.     That 
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makes  nine  lumps  of  sugar  in  my  cup.  If 
there  be  a  little  bitterness,  what  then  ? ' 

'  Well,  Honor,  you  must  decide.  We  can- 
not drive  you,  and  you  count  our  wishes  as 
nouirht.' 

He  was  seated,  rubbing  his  hands,  then  his 
hair,  and  turning  his  head  from  side  to  side  in 
a  feeble,  forlorn,  irresolute  manner.  Honor 
was  sorry  for  his  disappointment,  but  not 
inclined  to  yield. 

'Father  dear,  consider.  If  I  did  take 
Mr.  Langford,  he  would  not  receive  you  and 
all  the  darlincrs  into  Lans^ford  house  as  w^ell — 
and  I  will  not  be  parted  from  you.  AYho  takes 
me  takes  all  the  hive.     I  am  the  queen-bee.' 

'  I  will  ask,'  said  the  carrier,  breathing 
freer.  '  I  can  but  ask.  He  can  but  refuse ; 
besides,  it  will  look  better,  putting  the  refusal 
on  his  hands.  It  may  be  that  he  w411  not 
object.  There  be  a  lot  o'  rooms,  for  sure,  at 
Langford  he  makes  no  use  of;  and  I  dare  say 
he  migfht  accommodate  us.     There  be  one,  I 
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know,  full  o'  apples,  and  another  of  onions,  and 
I  dare  say  he  keeps  wool  in  a  third.' 

Honor,  who  was  standing  by  the  fire, 
started,  and  said  hastily,  with  shaking  voice, 
'You  misunderstand  me,  father.  On  no  ac- 
count will  I  take  him.  No — on  no  conditions 
whatever.'  Her  hand  was  on  the  mantelshelf, 
and  as  it  shook  with  her  emotion  she  touched 
and  knocked  over  a  china  dog  spotted  red,  a 
rude  chimney  ornament.  A  piece  of  folded 
paper  fell  at  her  feet.  She  stooped  and  picked 
it  up.     It  was  a  five-pound  note. 

She  looked  at  it  at  first  without  perceiving 
what  it  was,  as  her  mind  was  occupied.  But 
presently  she  saw  what  it  was  that  she  held, 
and  then  she  looked  at  it  with  perplexity,  and 
after  a  moment  with  uneasiness,  and  changed 
colour. 

'  Father ! '  she  said,  '  here  is  a  five-pound 
note  of  the  Exeter  and  Plymouth  Bank,  left  by 
Charles.  What  does  it  mean?  How  can  he 
have  got  it?     Before  he  parted  from  me,  he 
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said  something  about  looking  under  the  china 
dog,  but  I  gave  no  heed  to  his  words ;  his 
breath  smelt  of  spirits,  and  I  thought  he  spoke 
away  from  his  meaning.  His  manner  was  odd. 
Father!  wherever  can  Charles  have  got  the 
money?     Oh,  father!  I  hope  all  is  right.' 

She  put  her  hand  to  her  heart ;  a  qualm  of 
fear  came  over  her. 

'  Eight !  Of  course  it  is  right,'  said  the 
carrier.  '  Five  pounds  !  Why  that  will  come 
in  handy.  It  will  go  towards  the  cost  of 
the  horse  if  you  persist.  As  for  these  lambs, 
he  ought  to  pay  me  for  them,  but  I  don't 
like  to  press  it,  as  I  hear  he  won't  allow 
it  was  his  dog  killed  them,  and  he  swears 
Hillary  shot  Eover  out  of  spite,  and  lays  the 
lamb-killing  on  the  dog  unjustly.  Well, 
Honor,  I  suppose  you  must  have  your  own 
way ;  but  it  is  hard  on  Charles  and  me,  who 
work  as  slaves — we  who  by  rights  should  be 
squires.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXI. 

REFUSED  ! 

The  carrier  walked  slowly  and  reluctantly  to 
Langford.  He  w^as  uncomfortable  wath  the 
answer  he  had  to  take  to  Taverner  Langford. 
Oliver  was  a  kindly  man,  ready  to  oblige 
any  one,  shrinking  from  nothing  so  sensitively 
as  from  a  rough  word  and  an  angry  mood. 
'  It  would  have  saved  a  lot  of  trouble,'  said  he 
to  himself,  '  if  Honor  had  given  way.  I 
shouldn't  have  been  so  out  of  countenance  now 
— and  it  does  seem  an  ungrateful  thing  after 
the  loan  of  the  horse.' 

He  found  Langford  in  his  parlour  at  his 
desk.     The  old  man  spun  round  on  his  seat. 

'  Ah,  ha  ! '  said  he, '  come  at  my  call,  father- 
in-law.     Well — wdien  is  the  weddincr  to  be  ?  ' 


REFUSED!  33 

The  carrier  stood  stupidly  looking  at  him, 
rubbing  his  hands  together  and  shifting  from 
foot  to  foot.     '  The  wedding  ! ' 

*  Yes,  man,  the  wedding ;  when  is  it  to 
be?' 

'  The  wedding ! '  repeated  Oliver,  looking 
through  the  window  for  help.  'I'm  sure  I 
don't  know.' 

'  You  must  find  that  out.  I'm  impatient  to 
be  married.  Ha,  ha  !  what  faces  the  Nansj^ians 
will  pull,  father  and  son,  when  they  see  me 
lead  from  church  a  blooming,  blushing  bride.' 

'  Well,  now,'  said  the  carrier,  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  brow,  '  I'm  sorry  to  have 
to  say  it,  but  Honor  don't  see  it  in  the  proper 
light.' 

'  What — refuses  me  ? ' 

'  Not  exactly  refuses,  but  begs  ofi".' 

*  Begs  ofi*! '  repeated  Tavern er,  incredu- 
lously. He  could  hardly  have  been  more  dis- 
concerted if  he  had  heard  that  all  his  cattle 
were  dying  and  his  stacks  blazing.    '  Begs  off ! ' 

VOL.  II.  D 
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he  again  exclaimed ;  '  then  liow  about  my 
horse  ?  ' 

The  carrier  scratched  his  head  and  sighed. 

'Do  you  suppose  that  I  gave  you  the 
horse  ? '  said  Taverner.  '  You  can  hardly 
have  been  such  a  fool  as  tliat.  I  am  not  one 
to  give  a  cow  here,  and  a  sheep  there,  and  a 
horse  to  a  third,  just  because  there  are  so  many 
needy  persons  wanting  them.  You  must  return 
me  the  horse  and  pay  me  ten  shillings  a  week 
for  the  hire  during  the  time  you  have  had  him, 
unless  Honor  becomes  my  wife.' 

'  I  will  pay  you  for  the  horse,'  said  Lux- 
more,  faintly. 

'Whence  will  you  get  the  money?  Do 
you  think  I  am  a  fool?'  asked  Langford, 
angrily.  His  pride  was  hurt.  His  eyes  flashed 
and  his  skin  became  of  a  livid  complexion. 
He,  the  wealthiest  man  in  Bratton  Clovelly; 
he,  the  representative  of  the  most  respectable 
family  there — one  as  old  as  the  parish  itself; 
he,  the  parson's  churchwarden,  and  the  elder 
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of  the  Methodist  chapel — he  had  been  refused 
by  a  poverty-stricken  carrier's  daughter.  The 
insult  was  unendurable.  He  stood  up  to  leave 
the  room,  but  when  he  had  his  hand  on  the 
latch  he  turned  and  came  back.  In  the  first 
access  of  wrath  he  had  resolved  to  crush  the 
carrier.  He  could  do  it.  He  had  but  to  take 
back  his  horse,  and  the  Vivid  was  reduced  to  a 
stationary  condition.  Luxmore  might  offer  to 
buy  the  horse,  but  he  could  not  do  it.  He 
knew  how  poor  he  was.  Moreover,  he  could 
cut  his  business  away  from  him  at  any  moment 
by  setting  up  the  cripple  as  carrier. 

But  he  thought  better  of  it.  Of  what  avail 
to  him  if  Luxmore  were  ruined  .^  He  desired 
to  revenge  himself  on  the  Nanspians.  The 
carrier  was  too  small  game  to  be  hunted  down, 
he  was  set  on  the  humiliation  of  much  bigger 
men  than  he.  His  envy  and  hatred  of  the 
Nanspians  had  by  no  means  abated,  and  the 
killing  of  his  dog  Eover  by  young  Hillary  had 
excited  it  to  frenzy.     That  his  dog  was  a  sheep- 
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killer  would  not  excuse  Larry's  act.  He  did 
not  allow  that  Eover  was  the  culprit.  His 
nephew  had  shot  the  dog  out  of  malice,  and 
had  feigned  as  an  excuse  that  he  had  cauf^ht 
the  dog  pursuing  lambs. 

The  wealthy  yeoman  might  certainly,  with- 
out difficulty,  have  found  another  girl  less  hard 
to  please  than  Honor.  All  girls  would  not 
have  thought  with  her.  His  money  would  have 
weighed  with  them.  He  could  not  understand 
his  refusal.  '  What  is  the  matter  with  the  girl?' 
he  said  surlily.  '  I  thought  her  too  wise  to  be 
in  love.  She  has  not  set  her  heart  on  any 
boyish  jackanapes,  has  she  ?  ' 

'  Honor  ?  Oh  no  !  Honor  has  no  sweet- 
heart,' said  the  father.  'It  certainly  is  not 
that,  Mr.  Langford.' 

'  Then  what  is  it  ?  What  possible  objection 
■can  she  make?  I'm  not  a  beardless  boy  and 
a  rosy-faced  beauty,  that  is  true.' 

'  No,  Mr.  Langford,  I  am  sure  she  has  not 
a  word  against  your  age  and  personal  appear- 
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ance.  Indeed,  a  young  girl  generally  prefers 
as  a  husband  one  to  whom  she  can  look  up,  who 
is  her  superior  in  every  way.' 

'  I  am  that.     Wliat  is  it,  then  ?  ' 

'  Well,  Mr.  Langford,'  said  the  carrier, 
drawing  the  back  of  his  hand  across  his  lips, 
'  I  think  it  is  about  this.  She  don't  like  to 
desert  me  and  the  children.  She  promised  her 
mother  to  stand  by  us,  and  Honor  is  so  con- 
scientious that  what  she  has  promised  she  will 
stick  to.' 

'  Oh,'  said  Taverner,  somewhat  mollified  to 
find  that  neither  his  age  nor  lack  of  beauty 
was  objected  to,  '  that  is  it,  is  it  ? ' 

'Yes,  sir,'  answered  the  carrier,  sheepishly; 
'  you  see  there  are  six  little  uns  ;  then  comes 
Kate,  and  then  Cliarles,  and  then  I.  That 
makes  nine  of  us  Honor  has  to  care  for.  And,' 
he  said  more  eagerly,  heaving  a  sigh  of  relief, 
'you  see,  she  didn't  think  it  quite  a  fair  thing  to 
saddle  you  with  us  all,  with  Pattie  and  Joe, 
Willie,    Martha,    Charity,   Temperance,   Kate, 
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Charles,  and  myself.  It  does  make  a  lot  when 
you  come  to  consider.' 

It  did  certainly,  as  Tavern er  admitted.  He 
had  no  intention  whatever  of  incumbering 
himself  with  Honor's  relations,  if  he  did  marry 
her.  He  took  a  turn  up  and  down  the  room, 
with  his  heavy  dark  brows  knit  and  his  thin 
lips  screwed  together.  Oliver  watched  his  face, 
and  thought  that  it  was  a  very  ugly  and  ill- 
tempered  face. 

'  It  does  Honor  some  credit  having  such 
delicacy  of  feeling,'  suggested  he.  '  I  very 
much  doubt  how  you  could  accommodate  us  all 
in  this  house.' 

'  I  do  not  see  how  I  could  possibly  do  it,' 
said  Taverner,  sharply. 

'  And  Honor  couldn't  think  to  tear  herself 
away  from  us.  I  suppose  you  wouldn't  con- 
sider the  possibility  of  coming  to  us  .?  ' 

*  No,  I  would  not.' 

Taverner  Langford  was  perplexed.  He 
entirely  accepted  Oliver's  explanation.     It  was 
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quite  reasonable  that  Honor  should  refuse  him 
out  of  a  high  sense  of  duty ;  it  was  not  conceiv- 
able that  she  should  decline  alliance  with  him 
on  any  other  grounds.  iSTow,  although  Taverner 
had  not  liitherto  found  time  or  courage  to  marry, 
he  was  by  no  means  insensible  to  female  beauty. 
He  had  long  observed  the  stately,  upright 
daughter  of  the  carrier,  with  her  beautiful 
abundant  auburn  hair  and  clear  brown  eyes. 
He  had  observed  her  more  than  she  supposed, 
and  he  had  seen  how  hard-working,  self-devoted 
she  was,  how  economical,  how  clean  in  her  own 
person  and  in  her  house.  Such  a  woman  as  that 
would  be  more  agreeable  in  the  house  than 
Mrs.  Yeale.  He  would  have  to  pay  her  no 
wage  for  one  thing,  her  pleasant  face  and  voice 
would  be  a  rehef  after  the  sour  visage  and 
grating  tones  of  the  housekeeper.  He  knew 
perfectly  that  Mrs.  Yeale  had  had  designs  on 
him  from  the  moment  she  had  entered  his  house. 
She  had  flattered,  slaved ;  she  had  assumed 
an   amount   of  authority  in  the  house  hardly 
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consistent  with  her  position.  Langford  had  not 
resisted  her  encroachments ;  he  allowed  her  to 
cherish  hopes  of  securing  him  in  the  end,  as  a 
means  of  ensuring  her  fidelity  to  his  interests. 
He  chuckled  to  himself  at  the  thought  of  the 
i:age  and  disappointment  that  would  consume 
her  when  he  announced  that  he  was  about  to 
be  married. 

He  was  a  suspicious  man,  and  he  mistrusted 
every  woman,  but  he  mistrusted  Honor  less 
than  any  woman  or  man  he  knew.  He  had 
observed  no  other  with  half  the  attention  he 
had  devoted  to  her,  and  he  had  never  seen  in 
her  the  smallest  tokens  of  frivolity  and  indif- 
ference to  duty.  If  she  was  so  scrupulous  in 
the  discharge  of  her  obligations  to  father  and 
sisters,  how  dependable  she  would  be  in  her 
own  house,  when  working  and  saving  for 
husband  and  children  of  her  own. 

She  was  no  idler,  she  was  no  talker,  and 
Taverner  hated  idleness  and  gossip.  Of  what 
other  girl  in  Bratton  Clovelly  could  as  much  be 
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said?  No,  he  would  trust  liis  house  and 
happiness  to  no  other  than  Honor  Luxmore. 

Taverner  dearly  loved  money,  but  he  loved 
mastery  better.  A  wife  with  a  fortune  of  her 
own  would  have  felt  some  independence,  but  a 
wife  who  brought  him  nothincr  would  not  be 
disposed  to  assert  herself.  She  would  look  up 
to  him  as  the  exclusive  author  of  her  happiness, 
and  never  venture  to  contradict  him,  never 
have  a  will  of  her  own. 

'  If  that  be  her  only  objection,  it  may  be 
circumvented,'  said  Langford,  '  if  not  got  over. 
I  thought,  perhaps,  she  declined  my  hand  from 
some  other  cause.' 

'  What  other  cause  could  there  be  ^  '  asked 
Oliver. 

'  To  be  sure  there  is  no  other  that  should 
govern  a  rational  creature  ;  but  few  women  are 
rational.  I  have  done  something  for  you 
already,  for  you  have  my  horse.  I  have  done 
a  good  deal  for  Charles  also  ;  I  pay  him  nine- 
pence  a  day  and  give  him  his  food.     It  is  quite 
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possible  that  I  may  do  a  vast  deal  for  the  rest 
of  you.  But  of  course  that  depends.  I'm  not 
likely  to  take  you  up  and  make  much  of  you 
unless  you  are  connected  with  me  by  marriage. 
You  can  judge  for  yourself.  Should  I  be 
likely  to  leave  you  all  unprovided  for  if  Honor 
v^ere  Mrs.  Langford  .^  Of  course  I  would  not 
allow  it  to  be  said  that  my  wife's  relations  were 
in  need.' 

These  words  of  Taverner  Langford  made 
Oliver's  pulse  beat  fast. 

'  And  then,'  continued  the  yeoman,  '  who 
can  say  but  that  I  might  give  you  a  hand  to 
help  you  into  Coombe  Park.' 

Luxmore's  eye  kindled,  and  his  cheeks 
became  dappled  with  fiery  spots.  Here  was  a 
prospect !  but  it  was  like  the  prospect  of  the 
Promised  Land  to  Moses  on  Pisgah  if  Honor 
proved  unyielding. 

'  You  are  the  girl's  father,'  said  Langford. 
'  Hoity-toity !  I  have  no  patience  with  a  man 
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who  allows  his  daughter  to  give  herself  airs. 
He  knows  what  is  best  for  her,  and  must 
decide.     Make  her  give  way.' 

OHver  w^ould  have  laughed  aloud  at  the 
idea  of  his  forcing  his  daughter's  will  into  com- 
pliance with  his  own,  had  not  the  case  been  so 
serious. 

'  Look  here,  Mr.  Langford,'  he  said.  '  I'll 
do  what  I  can.  I'll  tell  Honor  the  liberal  offer 
you  have  made  ;  and  I  trust  she'll  see  it  aright 
and  be  thankful.'  He  stood  up.  '  Before  I 
go,'  he  said,  producing  the  five-pound  note,  '  I'd 
just  like  to  reduce  my  debt  to  you  for  the 
horse,  if  you  please.' 

'  How  much  ?  '  asked  Taverner. 

'  Pive  pounds,'  answered  the  carrier.  '  If 
I  kept  it  by  me  I  should  spend  it,  so  I  thought 
best  to  bring  it  straight  to  you.  You'll  give 
me  a  slip  o'  paper  as  a  receipt.' 

Langford  took  out  his  pocket-book,  folded 
the  note,  and  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  the  book  ; 
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then  made  a  pencil  entry.  I  always,'  said 
he,  '  enter  every  note  I  receive  with  its  number. 
Comes  useful  at  times  for  reference.  To  be 
sure,  you  shall  liave  a  receipt.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXII. 

THE   HAYSEL. 

Hillary  became  impatient.  He  made  no  way 
with  Honor  ;  if  any  change  in  his  position  had 
taken  place,  he  had  gone  back.  In  spite  of 
her  entreaty,  he  went  to  the  cottage  down  the 
lane  hooting  like  an  owl,  but  she  did  not 
answer  the  call.  Then  he  plucked  up  courage 
and  went  in  on  the  chance  of  getting  a  word 
with  her  alone,  but  he  went  in  vain.  Oliver 
Luxmore  was  glad  to  see  him,  chatted  with 
him,  and  offered  him  a  place  at  their  supper- 
board,  or  a  drink  of  cider.  He  defended 
himself  against  the  sallies  of  Kate.  He  spoke 
now  and  then  to  Honor,  and  was  answered  in 
friendly  tone  ;  but  that  was  all.     If  by  chance 
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he  met  her  during  the  day  in  the  lane  or  on 
the  down,  and  she  could  not  escape  him,  she 
would  not  stay  to  talk,  she  pleaded  work. 
Hillary  was  disappointed,  and,  what  was  more, 
offended.  His  vanity  was  hurt,  and  vanity  in 
a  young  man  is  his  most  sensitive  fibre.  No 
other  girl  in  the  parish  would  treat  his  ad- 
vances as  did  Honor.  The  other  girls  laid 
themselves  out  to  catch  him,  Honor  shrank 
from  him.  He  knew  that  she  liked  him,  he 
was  angry  because  she  did  not  love  him. 

Hillary's  nature,  though  sound,  was  marred 
by  his  bringing  up.  He  had  been  spoiled  by 
flattery  and  indulgence.  His  father's  boasting, 
the  great  expectations  held  out  to  him,  the 
consciousness  of  vigour,  health,  and  good  looks, 
combined  to  make  Larry  consider  himself  the 
very  finest  young  fellow,  not  in  Bratton  only, 
but  in  all  England.  Self-conceit  is  like  mer- 
cury, when  it  touches  gold  it  renders  it  dull, 
and  a  strong  fire  is  needed  to  expel  the  alloy 
and  restore  the. gold  to  its  proper  brilliancy. 


THE  HAYS  EL  47 

Mortified  in  his  self-consequence,  stung  by 
Honor's  indifference,  after  a  few  attempts  and 
failures  Hillary  changed  his  tactics.  He  re- 
solved to  show  Honor,  if  she  did  not  meet  him, 
he  could  turn  elsewhere.  Unfortunately,  Kate 
was  at  hand  to  serve  his  purpose.  Kate  did 
not  particularly  care  for  Larry.  She  had  a 
fancy  for  Samuel  Yoaden,  the  farmer's  son  at 
Swaddledown  ;  but  of  this  Honor  neither  knew 
nor  suspected  anything.  Kate  was  pleased  to 
see  Hillary  whenever  he  came,  as  she  was  glad 
to  have  a  butt  for  her  jokes,  and  with  feminine 
ingenuity  used  him  to  throw  dust  in  the  eyes 
of  her  father,  sister,  and  companions  to  obscure 
their  perception  of  her  attachment  for  Sam 
Voaden. 

At  first  Hillary  was  in  a  bad  temper,  disin- 
clined for  conversation,  and  unable  to  retaliate 
upon  Kate  ;  but  by  degrees  his  old  cheerful- 
ness returned,  and  he  received  and  replied  to 
her  banter  with  what  readiness  he  possessed. 

One  day  he  came  into  the  cottage  with  a 
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hay- fork  over  his  shoulder.  '  You  maidens/ 
he  said,  '  come  along  to  the  hay-field.  We 
want  help  badly.  Bring  the  little  ones  and  let 
them  romp  and  eat  cake.  Whilst  the  sun 
shines  we  must  make  hay.' 

Honor,  without  a  word,  rose  and  folded 
her  work. 

'  If  you  can  toss  hay  as  you  can  toss  chaff,' 
said  the  young  man  addressing  Kate,  '  you  will 
be  useful  indeed.' 

'Larry,  it  is  reported  that  your  uncle 
Langford  will  not  save  hay  till  it  has  been 
rained  on  welL  "If  it  be  too  good,"  he 
argues,  "  the  cows  will  eat  too  much  of  it." 
Your  wit  is  ricked  hke  Langford's  hay  ;  it  is 
weak  and  washed  out.  A  little  goes  a  long 
way  Avith  those  who  taste  it.' 

A  happy  and  merry  party  in  the  hayfield, 
women  and  girls  tossing  the  hay  into  cocks,  and 
the  men  with  the  waggon  collecting  it  and 
carrying  it  home.  The  air  was  fragrant  with 
the  scent.     In  a  corner  under  a  hedge  were  a 
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barrel  of  cider,  and  blue  and  white  mugs, 
and  a  basketful  of  saffron-cake.  Whoever  was 
thirsty  went  to  the  cider  cask,  whoever  was 
hungry  helped  himself  to  the  plum  loaf.  The 
field  rang  with  laughter,  and  occasional 
screams,  as  a  man  twisted  a  cord  of .  hay, ".'cast 
the  loop  round  a  girl's  neck,  drew  her  > head 
towards  him  and  kissed  her  ^  face.  That  is 
called  'the  making  of  sweet  ;hay.'  :    ,. 

Honor  worked  steadily.  ^  No  one  ventured 
to  make  '  sweet  hay '  with  her,  and  Kate  was 
too  much  on  the  alert,  though  one  or  two  young 
men  slyly  crept  towards  her  with  twisted  bands. 
The  little  ones  were  building  themselves  nests 
of  hay,  and  burying  one  another,  and  jumping 
over  haycocks,  and  chasing  each  other  with 
bands,  to  catch  and  kiss,  in  imitation  of  their 
elders.  Hillary  turned  in  his  work  and  looked 
at  Honor  and  Kate,  hoping  that  the  former 
would  commend  his  diligence,  and  that  the 
latter  would  give  him  occasion  for  a  joke.  But 
Honor  was  too  much  engrossed  in  her  raking, 
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and  had  too  little  idea  of  necessary  work  being 
lauded  as  a  virtue  ;  and  the  latter  was  looking 
at  Samuel  Voaden,  who  had  come  over  from 
Swaddledown  to  help  his  neighbour — the 
haysel  at  home  being  over. 

When  the  half-laden  waggon  drew  up  near 
where  Honor  was  raking,  Hillary  said  to  her  in 
a  low  tone,  'I  have  been  Avorking  ever  since 
the  dew  was  off  the  grass.' 

'  I  suppose  so,  Larry.' 

'  I  have  been  working  very  hard.' 

*  Of  course  you  have,  Larry.' 

'  And  I  am  very  hot.' 

'  I  do  not  doubt  it.' 

'  How  cool  you  are,  Honor  ! ' 

'  I — cool  I  '  she  looked  at  him  with  sur- 
prise. 'On  the  contrary,  I  am  very  warm.' 
She  had  no  perception  that  he  pleaded  for 
praise. 

'  Larry,'  said  Kate,  '  you  were  right  to 
press  us  into  service.     It  will  rain  to-morrow.' 

'  How  do  you  know  that  ?  ' 
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'  Because  you  are  working  to-day.' 

Quick  as  thought,  he  threw  some  hay 
strands  round  her  head,  and  kissed  both  her 
rosy  cheeks. 

Kate  drew  herself  away,  angry  at  his  im- 
pudence, especially  angry  at  his  kissing  her 
before  Samuel  Yoaden.  She  threw  down  her 
pitchfork  ('  heable '  in  the  local  dialect),  and 
folding  her  arms,  said  with  a  frown  and  a  pout, 
'  Do  the  rest  yourself.  I  will  work  for  you  no 
more.' 

'  Oh,  Kate,  do  not  take  offence.  I  went 
naturally  where  was  the  sweetest  hay.' 

In  her  anger  she  looked  prettier  than  when 
in  good  humour.  She  glanced  round  out  of  the 
corners  of  her  eyes,  and  saw  to  her  satisfac- 
tion that  Samuel  was  on  the  further  side  of  the 
waggon,  unconscious  of  what  had  taken  place. 
Hillary  was  humble,  he  made  ample  apology, 
and  offered  lavish  flattery.  Kate  maintained,  or 
affected  to  maintain,  her  anger  for  some  time,  and 
forced  Larry  to  redouble  his  efforts  to  regain 
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her  favour.  Her  fair  hair,  fine  as  silk  just 
wound  from  a  cocoon,  was  ruffled  over  her 
brow,  and  her  brow  was  pearled  with  heat- 
drops.  She  was  a  slender  girl,  with  a  long 
neck  and  the  prettiest  shoulders  in  the  world. 
She  wore  a  light  gown,  frilled  about  the  throat 
and  bosom  and  sleeves,  tucked  up  at  the  side, 
showing  a  blue  petticoat  and  white  stockings. 
She  picked  up  the  '  h cable  '  with  a  sigh,  and  then 
stood  leaning  on  it,  with  the  sleeves  fallen  back, 
exposing  her  delicate  arms  as  for  as  the  rosy 
elbows. 

It  was  not  possible  for  Kate  to  remain  long 
angry  with  Larry,  he  was  so  good-natured, 
so  full  of  fuss,  so  coaxing ;  he  paid  such  pretty 
compliments,  his  eyes  were  so  roguish,  his  face 
so  handsome — besides,  Samuel  was  on  the 
other  side  of  the  waggon,  seeing,  hearing 
nothing. 

The  dimples  formed  in  her  cheeks,  the  con- 
traction of  lips  and  brows  gave  way,  the 
angry  sparkle  disappeared  from  her  blue  eyes. 
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and  then  her  clear  laugh  announced  that 
she  was  pacified.  Hillary,  knowing  he  had 
conquered,  audacious  in  his  pride  of  conquest, 
put  his  arm  round  her  waist,  stooped,  and 
kissed  the  bare  arm  nearest  him  that  rested 
on  the  pitchfork,  then  he  sprang  aside  as  she 
attempted  to  box  his  ears. 

Honor  was  hard  by  and  had  seen  both 
kisses,  and  had  heard  every  word  that  had 
passed.  She  continued  her  work  as  though 
unconscious.  For  a  moment,  a  pang  of 
jealousy  contracted  her  bosom,  but  she  hastily 
mastered  it.  She  knew  that  she  could  not, 
must  not  regard  Hillary  in  any  other  hght  than 
as  a  brother,  and  yet  she  was  unable  to  see  her 
sister  supplanting  her  in  his  affections  with- 
out some  natural  qualms.  But  Honor  was 
unselfish,  and  she  hid  her  suffering.  Kate  as 
little  suspected  the  state  of  her  sister's  heart 
as  Honor  suspected  Kate's  liking  for  Sam 
Voaden.  And  now,  all  at  once,  an  idea  shot 
through  Honor's   mind  which    crimsoned   her 
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face.  How  she  had  misread  Hillary's  manner 
when  they  were  together  watching  for  the 
lamb-killer!  She  had  fancied  then  that  his 
heart  was  drawing  towards  her,  and  the 
thought  had  filled  her  with  unutterable  happi- 
ness. Now  she  saw  his  demeanour  in  another 
aspect.  He  really  loved  Kate,  and  his  affection 
for  her  was  only  a  reflection  of  his  love  for  the 
younger  sister.  He  had  sought  to  gain  her 
esteem,  to  forward  his  suit  with  Kate.  When 
this  thought  occurred  to  Honor,  she  hid  her 
face,  humbled  and  distressed  at  having  been 
deluded  by  self-conceit.  She  made  it  clear  to 
herself  now  that  Hillary  had  thought  only  of 
Kate.  Her  sister  had  said  nothing  to  her 
about  Hillary — but  was  that  wonderful,  as 
he  had  not  declared  himself?  A  transient 
gleam  had  lightened  her  soul.  It  was  over. 
Work  was  Honor's  lot  in  life,  perhaps  sorrow, 
not  love. 

'  The  last  load  is  carried,  and  in  good  order. 
Where  is  the   dance   to   be  ? '   asked   Samuel 
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Voaden,  coining  into  sight  as  the  waggon 
moved  on. 

'  In  the  barn,'  answered  Hillary. 

'  Kate,'  said  Hillary,  '  give  me  the  first 
dance.' 

'  And  me  the  second,'  pleaded  Samuel. 

When  Combe  wrote  and  Eowlandson  illus- 
trated the  '  Tour  of  Doctor  Syntax,'  a  dance 
was  the  necessary  complement  of  a  harvest 
whether  of  corn  or  hay — especially  of  the 
latter,  as  then  the  barn  was  empty.  The  Eeve- 
rend  Doctor  Syntax  thought  it  not  derogatory 
to  his  office  to  play  the  fiddle  on  such  occasions. 
Moreover,  half  a  century  ago,  the  village 
fiddler  was  invited  into  any  cottage,  when,  at 
the  sound  of  his  instrument,  lads  and  maidens 
would  assemble,  dance  for  a  couple  of  hours 
and  disperse  before  darkness  settled  in.  The 
denunciation  of  dancing  as  a  deadly  sin  by 
the  Methodists  has  caused  it  to  fall  into  de- 
suetude. Morality  has  not  been  bettered  there- 
by.     The   young   people   who   formerly   met 
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by  clayliglit  on  the  cottage  floor,  now  meet, 
after  chapel,  in  the  dark,  in  hedge  corners. 

Hillary  and  Samuel  had  engaged  Kate. 
Neither  had  thought  of  Honor,  though  she 
stood  by,  raking  the  fragrant  hay. 

'  Up,  up !  '  shouted  both  young  men. 
'  Kate,  you  must  ride  on  the  last  load.' 

The  waggon  moved  away,  with  Kate 
mounted  on  the  sweet  contents,  and  with  the 
young  men  running  at  the  side.  Honor  re- 
mained alone,  looking  after  them,  resting  on 
her  rake,  and,  in  spite  of  her  efforts,  the  tears 
filled  her  eyes. 

But  she  did  not  give  way  to  her  emotion. 

Honor  called  the  children,  when  the  last 
load  left  the  field,  and  led  them  home.  She 
was  hot  and  tired,  and  her  heart  ached,  but  she 
was  content  with  herself.  She  had  conquered 
the  rising  movement  of  jealousy,  and  was  ready 
to  accept  Hillary  as  her  sister's  acknowledged 
lover. 

Kate   followed   her.      An   hour   later   the 
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dance  in  the  barn  would  begin.  The  lads  and 
maidens  went  home  to  smarten  up,  and  wash 
off  the  dust  and  stain  of  labour,  and  the  barn 
had  to  be  decorated  with  green  branches,  and 
the  candles  lit. 

Kate  went  upstairs  at  once  to  dress.  Honor 
remained  below  to  hear  the  children's  prayers, 
and  get  the  youngest  ready  for  bed.  Then  she 
went  up  to  the  room  she  shared  with  Kate, 
carrying  little  Temperance  in  her  arms. 

'  Oh,  Honor,  bundle  them  all  in.  What  a 
time  you  have  been !  We  shall  be  late  ;  and  I 
have  promised  to  open  the  dance  with  Larry.' 

'  I  am  not  going,  Kate.' 

'Not  going!     Of  course  you  are  going.' 

'  No,  I  am  not.  Father  is  not  home,  and 
will  want  his  supper.  Besides,  I  cannot  leave 
the  house  with  all  the  little  ones  in  it  unpro- 
tected.' 

'There  are  no  ogres  hereabouts  that  eat 
children,'  said  Kate,  hastily.  '  We  can  manage. 
This  is  nonsense  ;  you  must  come.' 
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'  I  do  not  care  to,  Kate.  Sit  down  in  that 
chair,  and  I  will  dress  your  hair.  It  is  tossed 
like  a  haycock.' 

Kate  seated  herself,  and  Hod  or  combed  and 
brushed  her  sister's  hair,  then  put  a  blue 
riband  through  it ;  and  took  the  kerchief  from 
her  box,  and  drew  it  over  Kate's  shoulders, 
and  pinned  it  in  place. 

'  Oh,  Honor  !  What  a  lovely  silk  kerchief ! 
Where  did  you  get  this  ?  How  long  have  you 
had  it?  Why  have  you  not  shown  it  me 
before  ? ' 

'  It  is  for  you,  dearest  Kate ;  I  am  glad  you 
hke  it.' 

Kate  stood  up,  looked  at  herself  in  the 
glass,  and  then  threw  her  arms  round  her 
sister  and  kissed  her. 

'  You  are  a  darhng,'  exclaimed  Kate.  '  Al- 
ways thinking  of  others,  never  giving  yourself 
anything.  Let  me  remain  at  home — do  you 
go  instead  of  me.' 

Honor  shook  her  head.     She  was  pleased  to 
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see  Kate's  delight,  but  there  was  an  under- 
current of  sadness  in  lier  soul.  She  was 
adorning  her  sister  for  Hillary. 

Kate  did  not  press  Honor  to  go  mstead  of 
her,  though  she  was  sufficiently  good-hearted 
to  have  taken  her  sister's  place  without  be- 
coming ill-tempered,  had  Honor  accepted  the 
offer. 

'  Do  I  look  very  nice  .^  '  asked  Kate,  with 
the  irresistible  dimples  coming  into  her  cheeks. 
'  I  wonder  what  Larry  will  say  when  he  sees 
me  with  this  blue  ribbon,  and  this  pretty  ker- 
chief.' 

'  And  I — '  said  Honor  slowly,  not  without 
effort,  '  I  also  wonder.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXIII. 

A   BRAWL. 

Whex  Kate  came  to  the  barn,  she  found  it 
decorated  with  green  boughs.  There  were  no 
windows,  only  the  great  barn  door,  conse- 
quently the  sides  were  dark ;  but  here  four 
lanterns  had  been  hung,  diffusing  a  dull  yellow 
light.  The  threshing-floor  was  in  the  middle, 
planked ;  on  either  side  the  barn  was  slated, 
so  that  the  dancino-  was  to  be  in  the  middle. 
Forms  were  placed  on  the  slate  flooring  for 
those  who  rested  or  looked  on.  On  a  table 
sat  the  fiddler  with  a  jug  of  cider  near  him. 

The  season  of  the  year  was  that  of  Barnaby 
bright,  when,  as  the  old  saw  says,  there  is  all 
day  and  no  night.     The  sun  did  not  set  till  past 
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eight,  and  then  left  the  north-west  full  of  silver 
light.  The  hedgerows,  as  Kate  passed  between 
them,  streamed  forth  the  fragrance  from  the 
honeysuckle  which  was  wreathed  about  them 
in  masses  of  flower,  apricot-yellow,  and  pink. 
Where  the  incense  of  the  eglantine  ceased  to 
fill  the  air  it  was  burdened  with  the  sw^eetness 
of  white  clover  that  flowered  thickly  over  the 
broad  green  patches  of  grass  by  the  road-side. 
Hillary  was  awaiting  Kate  to  open  the 
dance  with  her.  He  had  gone  to  the  gate  to 
meet  her ;  he  recognised  his  kerchief  at  once  ; 
he  was  surprised  and  hurt.  Why  was  Honor 
not  there  ?  Kate  came  with  her  little  brother 
Joe  holding  her  hand.  Joe  had  begged  per- 
mission to  attend  the  dance.  Why  had  Honor 
made  over  Larry's  present  to  her  sister?  It 
was  a  shght,  an  intentional  slight.  Larry  bit 
his  lips  and  frowned ;  his  heart  beat  fast  with 
angry  emotion.  He  approached  Kate  with  an 
ungracious  air,  and  led  her  to  the  dance  with- 
out a  pleasant  word. 
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Kate  was  unquestionably  the  prettiest  girl 
present.  She  held  her  fair  head  erect,  in  con- 
sciousness of  superiority.  Her  hair  was  abun- 
dant, full  of  natural  wave  and  curl,  and  the 
sky-blue  ribbon  in  it  seemed  to  hold  it  together, 
and  to  be  the  only  restraining  power  that  pre- 
vented it  breaking  loose  and  enveloping  her  from 
head  to  foot  in  the  most  beautiful  gloss  silk. 
Her  complexion  was  that  of  the  wild  rose, 
heightened  by  her  rapid  w^alk  and  by  excite- 
ment ;  her  eyes  were  blue  as  the  forget-me-not. 

The  evening  sun  shone  in  at  the  barn  door, 
as  yellow,  but  purer  and  brighter  than  the 
lantern  light.  Had  there  been  a  painter  pre- 
sent he  would  have  seized  the  occasion  to 
paint  the  pretty  scene — the  old  barn  with  oaken 
timbers,  its  great  double  doors  open,  froui 
under  a  penthouse  roof  leaning  forward  te 
cover  the  laden  w^ains  as  they  were  being  un- 
packed of  their  corn-sheaves  ;  the  depths  of  the 
barn  dark  as  night,  illumined  feebly  by  th( 
pendent  lanterns  ;  and  the  midst,  the  threshing 
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floor,  crowded  with  dancers,  wdio  flickered  in 
the  safiron  glow  of  the  setting  sun. 

Kate  noticed  that  Hillary,  whilst  he  danced 
with  her,  observed  the  kerchief  intently. 

'  Is  it  not  pretty  ? '  she  asked  innocently. 
'  Honor  gave  it  me.  She  had  kept  it  for  me 
in  her  box  ever  since  the  Eevel,  and  not  told 
me  that  she  had  it ;  nor  did  I  see  her  buy  it 
then.     Honor  is  so  good,  so  kind.' 

Hillary  said  nothing  in  reply,  but  his 
humour  w^as  not  improved.  His  mind  wan- 
dered from  his  partner. 

'  When  is  Honor  coming  ? '  he  asked  ab- 
ruptly. 

'  She  is  not  coming  at  all.' 

'Why  not.?' 

'Father  is  not  home,  and  will  want  his 
supper  when  he  does  return.' 

'Honor  must  do  all  the  drudging  whilst 
others  dance,'  he  said  peevishly. 

'  I  offered  to  stay  and  let  her  come,  but  she 
would  not  hear  of  it.' 
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Hillary  danced  badly ;  lie  lost  step.  He 
excused  himself ;  but  Kate  was  dissatisfied  with 
her  partner,  he  was  dull,  and  she  was  displeased 
to  see  that  Sam  Yoaden  was  dancing  and  laugh- 
ing and  enjoying  himself  with  some  one  else. 

'  You  are  a  clumsy  partner,'  she  said,  '  and 
dance  like  old  Diamond  when  backing  against 
a  load  going  down  hUl.' 

'Honor  gave  you  that  kerchief?  What  did 
she  say  when  she  gave  it  you  ? ' 

'  Nothing.' 

He  said  no  more,  and  led  her  to  a  bench  in 
the  side  of  the  barn. 

'What!  tired  already,  Larry?     I  am  not.' 

'  I  am,'  he  answered  sulkily. 

Directly,  Sam  Yoaden  came  to  her,  and  was 
received  with  smiles. 

'  Larry  Nanspian  came  left  leg  foremost  out 
of  bed  this  morning,'  she  said.  '  He  is  as  out 
of  tune  as  Piper's  fiddle.' 

Kate  was  in  great  request  that  evening. 
The  lads  pressed  about  her,  proud  to  circle 
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round  the  floor  with  the  graceful  pretty  girl ; 
but  she  gave  the  preference  to  Samuel  Voaden. 
Hillary  asked  her  to  dance  with  him  in  '  The 
Triumph,'  but  she  told  him  sharply  she  would 
reserve  her  hand  for  him  in  the  Dumps,  and  he 
did  not  ask  her  again. 

The  girls  present  looked  at  Kate  with  envy. 
They  were  unable  to  dispute  her  beauty ;  but 
her  charm  of  manner  and  lively  wit  made  her 
even  more  acceptable  to  the  lads  than  her  good 
looks.  She  was  perfectly  conscious  of  the 
envy  and  admiration  she  excited,  and  as  much 
gratified  with  one  as  with  the  other. 

Samuel  Yoaden  was  infatuated.  He  pressed 
his  attentions,  and  Kate  received  them  with 
pleasure.  As  she  danced  past  Larry  she  cast 
him  glances  of  contemptuous  pity. 

Hillary  was  angry  with  Honor,  angry  with 
Kate,  angry  with  himself.  The  spoiled  prince 
was  cast  aside  by  two  girls — a  common  carrier's 
daughters.  He  was  as  irritated  against  Kate 
now   as    he   was    previously   against    Honor. 

VOL.  II.  F 


66  RED   SPIDER 

When  lie  heard  Kate  laugh,  he  winced, 
suspecting  that  she  was  joking  about  him. 
His  eyes  followed  tlie  kerchief,  and  his  heart 
grew  bitter  within  him.  He  made  no  attempt 
to  be  amusing.  He  had  nothing  to  say  to 
any  one.  He  let  the  dances  go  on  without 
seeking  partners.  He  stood  lounging  against 
the  barn  door,  with  a  sprig  of  honeysuckle  in 
his  mouth,  and  Ins  hands  behind  his  back. 

The  sun  was  set,  a  cool  grey  light  suffused 
the  meadow,  the  stackyard,  the  barn,  the  groups 
w^ho  stood  about,  and  the  dancers  Avithin. 

A  dog  ventured  in  at  the  door,  and  he 
kicked  it  out. 

The  dog  snarled  and  barked,  and  he  nearly 
quarrelled  with  young  Yoaden  because  the 
latter  objected  to  his  dog  being  kicked. 

Then,  all  at  once,  his  mood  changed.  It 
occurred  to  him  that  very  probably  Honor 
stayed  away  just  for  tlie  purpose  of  showing 
him  she  did  not  care  for  him.  If  that  were  so, 
he  would  let  her  know  that  he  was  not  to  be 
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put  out  of  heart  by  lier  slights.  He  would  not 
afforcl  her  the  gratification  of  hearing  through 
her  sister  that  he  was  dispirited  and  unhappy. 
Then  he  dashed  into  the  midst  of  the  girls, 
snatched  a  partner,  and  thenceforth  danced 
and  laughed  and  was  uproariously  merry. 

At  ten  o'clock  the  dancino-  was  over. 
Country  folk  kept  early  hours  then ;  the 
cider  barrel  was  run  out,  the  basket  of  cakes 
emptied,  and  the  tallow  lights  in  the  lanterns 
burnt  down  to  a  flicker  in  a  flood  of  melted 


grease. 


The  young  men  prepared  to  escort  their 
partners  liome. 

Hillary  saw  that  Samuel  was  going  with 
Kate.  He  was  exasperated  to  the  last  degree.  He 
did  not  care  particularly  for  Kate,  but  he  did 
care  that  it  should  not  be  talked  of  in  the  village 
that  Sam  Voaden  had  plucked  her  away  from 
under  his  very  nose.  Gossip  gave  her  to  him 
as  a  sweetheart,  and  gossip  would  make  merry 
over  his  discomfiture.     Besides,  he  wanted  an 

p  2 
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excuse  for  going  to  tlie  cottage  and  liaving  an 
explanation  witli  Honor  about  the  kerchief. 

As  Yoaden's  dog  passed  in  front  of  him  at 
a  call  from  his  master,  Larry  kicked  it. 

'  Leave  my  dog  alone,  will  you !  '  shouted 
Samuel.  '  That  is  the  second  time  you  have 
kicked  Punch.  The  dog  don't  hurt  you,  why 
should  you  hurt  him  ? ' 

'  I  shall  kick  the  brute  if  I  choose,'  said 
Hillary.     '  It  has  no  right  here  in  the  barn.' 

'  What  harm  has  Punch  done  ?  And  now, 
what  is  ao'ainst  his  leaving  ?  ' 

'  You  had  no  right  to  bring  the  dog  here. 
It  has  been  in  the  plantation  after  young 
game.' 

'  Punch  is  wrong  whether  in  the  barn  or 
out  of  it.  The  guinea  you  got  for  bhooting 
Eover  has  given  you  a  set  against  dogs  seem- 
ingly,'  said  young  Voaden. 

'  The  dog  took  your  lambs  at  Swaddledown, 
and  you  were  too  much  a  lie-a-bed  to  stop  it, ' 
sneered  Hillary. 
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'  Some  folk,'  answered  Samuel,  '  have 
every  tiling  in  such  first-rate  order  at  home 
they  can  spare  time  to  help  their  neighbours.' 

'  No  more  I '  exclaimed  Kate  ;  '  you  shall 
not  quarrel.' 

Hillary  looked  round.  Near  him  were 
tvv'o  women  who  had  been  in  the  van  when  he 
returned  from  Tavistock  with  the  kerchief. 
They,  no  doubt,  recognised  it  over  Kate's 
shoulders.  They  made  sure  it  was  his  love- 
token  to  her,  and,  wearing  it,  she  was  about  to 
affront  him  in  their  eyes.  His  wounded  vanity 
made  him  blind  to  what  he  said  or  did. 

'  Here,  Kate,'  he  said,  thrusting  himself 
forward,  '  I  am  going  to  take  you  home.  You 
cannot  go  with  Samuel.  His  cursed  Punch  is 
an  ill-conditioned  brute,  and  will  kill  your 
chickens.' 

'  Nonsense,'  laughed  Kate,  '  our  chickens 
are  all  under  cover.' 

'  I'll  fight  you,'  said  Hillary,  turning  to 
Samuel.     '  Kate  was  enf^ao^ed   to  me  for  the 
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Tank,^  and  you  carried  her  off  without  asking 
leave.  I  will  not  be  insulted  by  you  on  my 
father's  land,  and  under  my  own  roof.  If  you 
are  a  man  you  Avill  fight  me.' 

'Nonsense,  Larry,'  answered  Samuel,  good- 
humouredly,  '  I'll  not  quarrel  with  you.  It 
takes  two  to  make  a  quarrel,  as  it  takes  two 
to  kiss.' 

'  You  are  afraid,  that  is  why.' 

'  I  am  not  afraid  of  you,  Larry,'  said  Samuel. 
'  You  are  as  touchy  this  evening  as  if  whipped 
with  nettles.' 

'  Come  with  me,  Kate,'  exclaimed  Hillary. 
'  You  have  known  me  longer  than  Yoaden. 
If  he  chooses  to  take  you,  he  must  fight  me 
first.' 

'  I  will  not  fight  you,  Larry,'  answered 
the  young  Swaddledown  farmer ;  '  but  I  don't 
object  to  a  fling  with  you,  if  you  will  wrestle.' 

'Very  well ;  throw  off' your  coat.' 

The  young   men    removed    their    jackets, 

^  An  old  country  dance. 
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waistcoats,  and  the  liandkerchiefs  from  their 
throats.  They  were  both  fine  fehows — well- 
built  and  strong.  Those  who  had  been  danc- 
ing surrounded  them  in  a  ring,  men  and  maids. 

'  Cornish  fashion,  not  Devon,'  said  Samuel. 

'  Ay,  ay  !  '  shouted  the  bystanders,  '  Cornish 
wrestle  now.' 

'  Eight — Cornish,'  answered  Hillary. 

The  difference  between  Devon  and  Cornish 
wrestling  consists  in  this,  that  in  a  Devon 
wrestle  kicking  is  admissible  ;  but  then,  as  a 
protection  to  their  shins,  the  antagonists  have 
tlieir  legs  wreathed  with  haybands  {yulgo 
skillibegs).  As  the  legs  were  on  this  occa- 
sion unprotected,  Devon  wrestling  was  inad- 
missible. Both  fashions  were  in  vogue  near 
the  Tamar,  and  every  young  man  would  wrestle 
one  way  or  the  other  as  decided  before- 
hand. 

The  opponents  fixed  each  other  with  their 
eyes,  and  stood  breathless,  and  every  voice  was 
hushed.      Instantaneously,  as   moved    by  one 


72  '    RED  SPIDER 

impulse,  tliey  sprang  at  each  other,  and  were 
writhing,  tossing,  coiUng  in  each  other's  embrace. 
Neither  could  make  the  other  budge  from  his 
ground,  or  throw  him,  exerting  his  utmost 
strength  and  skill.  The  haymakers  stood 
silent,  looking  on  appreciatively — the  girls  a 
httle  frightened,  the  men  rehshingiy,  relishing 
it  more  than  the  dance.  Not  one  of  the  lads 
at  that  moment  had  a  thought  to  cast  at  his 
partner.  Their  hands  twitched,  their  feet 
moved,  they  bent,  threw  themselves  back, 
swung  aside,  responsive  to  the  movements  of 
the  wrestlers. 

The  antagonists  gasped,  snorted,  as  with 
set  teeth  and  closed  lips  they  drew  long  in- 
spirations through  their  nostrils.  Their  sweat 
poured  in  streams  from  their  brows. 

Simultaneously,  moved  by  one  impulse, 
they  let  go  their  hold,  and  stood  quivering  and 
wiping  tlieir  brows,  with  labouring  breasts ; 
then,  with  a  shout,  closed  again. 

'  Ho !  '  a  general  exclamation.     In  the  first 
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grapple  Hillary  had  slipped,  and  gone  down  on 
one  knee.     Immediately  Samuel  let  go. 

'  There  !  '  said  he,  holding  out  his  hand. 
'  We  have  had  enough.     Strike  palms,  old  boy.' 

'  No,'  gasped  Hillary,  blazing  with  anger 
and  shame.  '  I  was  not  flung.  I  slipped  on 
the  dockleaf  there.  I  will  not  allow  myself 
beaten.     Come  on  again.' 

'  I  will  not  do  so,'  answered  Samuel.  '  If 
you  have  not  had  enough,  I  have.' 

'You  shall  go  on.  You  are  a  coward  to 
sneak  out  now  when  an  accident  gave  you 
advantage.' 

'  Very  well,  then,'  said  Samuel ;  '  but  you 
have  lost  your  temper,  and  I'll  have  no  more 
than  this  round  with  you.' 

The  young  men  were  very  equally  matched. 
They  grappled  once  more,  twisted,  doubled, 
gasped ;  the  ground  was  torn  up  under  their 
feet.  As  the  feet  twirled  and  flew,  it  was 
hard  to  say  how  many  were  on  the  ground  at 
once,  and  whose  they  were. 
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Samuel  suddenly  caught  his  antagonist  over 
the  arms,  and  pushed  tliem  to  his  side. 

'  He'll  have  Larry  down !  he  will,  by 
George ! '  shouted  several.  '  Well  done, 
Samuel !     Go  it,  Samuel  Voaden  ! ' 

'  Ha  ! '  shouted  Sam,  starting  back.  '  Who 
goes  against  rules  ?     You  kicked.' 

'  You  he !  I  did  not.' 

'You  did!  you  did,  Larry,'  shouted  three 
or  four  of  the  spectators.  It  was  true  ;  in  his 
excitement  Larry  had  forgotten  that  he  and  his 
opponent  were  without  skillibegs  and  wrestling 
in  Cornish  fashion,  and  he  had  kicked  ;  but  in 
good  faith  he  had  denied  doing  it,  for  he  was 
unconscious  of  his  actions,  so  blinded  and  be- 
muzzed  was  he  with  anger,  disappointment, 
and  shame. 

'  I'll  not  wrestle  any  more,'  said  Samuel, 
'  if  you  don't  wrestle  fair.  No — I  won't  at  all. 
You  are  in  a  Avhite  fury.  So — if  it's  unfair  in 
you  to  kick,  it  is  unfair  in  me  to  take  advan- 
tage of  your  temper.' 
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'  It  is  not  done.  One  or  other  must  go 
down.' 

Then  Kate  pushed  forward.  '  I^either  of 
you  shall  attend  me  home,'  she  said ;  '  I  am 
going  with  little  Joe  only.' 

Whether  this  would  have  ended  the  affray 
is  doubtful.  Another  interruption  was  more 
successful.  Suddenly  a  loud  blast  of  a  horn, 
then  a  yelping  as  of  dogs,  then  another  blast — - 
and  through  the  yard  before  the  barn,  breaking 
the  ring,  sweeping  between  the  combatants, 
passed  a  strange  figure — a  man  wearing  a  black 
bull's  hide,  with  long  brown  paper  ears  on  his 
head  ;  the  hide  was  fastened  about  his  waist,  and 
the  tail  trailed  behind.  He  was  followed  by  a 
dozen  boys  barking,  baying,  yelping,  and  after 
them  hobbled  Tom  Grout  blowing  aorn. 

'  It's  no  good,'  said  the  lame  fellow,  halting 
in  the  broken  ring ;  '  I  can't  follow  the  hare, 
Mr.  Larry  JSTanspian  ;  the  hunt  is  waiting  for 
you.  On  wi'  a  green  coat,  and  mount  your 
piebald,   and  take  my  horn.     I  wish  I  could 
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follow;  but  it's  iin-possible.    Whew!  you  hare  ! 
Heigh !  Piper,  stay,  will  you,  and  start  fair.' 

'  I'll  have  Dothiug  to  do  with  it,'  said 
Hillary,  still  panting. 

'  That  is  right,  Larry,'  said  Kate  in  his  ear, 
'  You  oughtn't.  Honor  said  as  much,  and  that 
she  hoped  you  would  keep  out  of  it.' 

'  Did  she  !  '  said  Hillary,  angrily  ;  '  then  I'll 
go  in  for  it.' 

'Larry,  old  chap,'  exclaimed  Yoaden,  pat- 
ting him  on  the  shoulder,  '  I  wasn't  the  better 
man,  nor  was  you.  You  slipped  on  the  dock- 
leaf,  and  that  don't  reckon  as  a  fall.  We'll 
have  another  bout  some  other  day,  if  you  wish 
it.    Now  let  us  have  the  lark  of  the  Hare  Hunt.' 

Hillary  considered  a  moment,  and  wiped 
his  face.  He  had  fallen  in  the  general  estima- 
tion. He  had  been  sulky,  he  had  provoked 
Sam,  and  the  wrestle  had  not  turned  to  his 
credit.  Here  was  a  chance  offered  of  taking 
the  lead  once  more.  If  he  did  not  act  the  hunts- 
man, Sam  would. 
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'All  right,  Crout,'  said  he,  'give  me  the 
horn;  I'll  have  my  horse  round  directly,  and 
the  green  coat  on.' 

'  Do  not,  do  not,  Larry,'  entreated  Kate. 

'  Tell  Honor  I'm  not  pinned  to  her  apron,' 
answered  the  young  man,  and  ran  into  the 
house. 
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CHAPTEE  XXIY. 

THE     HAXD     OF     GLOEY. 

The  reader  may  have  been  puzzled  by  the 
hints  made  by  Larry  to  Honor,  and  by  Charles 
to  Mrs.  Yeale,  of  a  threatened  hare  hunt,  and 
he  may  have  wondered  Avhy  such  a  threat 
should  have  disturbed  Honor  and  angered  the 
housekeeper.  There  are  plenty  of  hares  on 
Broadbury  Moor ;  there  have  been  hare  hunts 
there  as  long  as  men  could  remember  ;  fre- 
quently, all  through  the  winter.  An  ordinary 
hare  hunt  Avould  not  have  stirred  much  feeling 
in  women's  bosoms.  The  menaced  hare  hunt 
was  something  very  different.  A  stag  and  a 
hare  hunt  are  the  rude  means  employed  by  a 
village   community  for    maintaining  either  its 
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standard  of  morals  or  expressing  its  disap- 
probation of  petticoat  rule.  The  stag  hunt  is 
by  no  means  an  institution  of  the  past,  it  flou- 
rishes to  the  present  day  ;  and  where  the  magi- 
strates have  interfered,  this  interference  has 
stimulated  it  to  larger  proportions.  The  hare 
hunt,  now  extinct,  was  intended  to  ridicule  the 
man  who  submitted  to  a  rough  W' Oman's 
tongue. 

The  stag  hunt  takes  place  either  on  the 
wedding-night  of  a  man  Avho  has  married  a 
girl  of  light  character,  or  when  a  wdfe  is 
suspected  of  having  played  her  husband  false. 
The  hare  hunt  more  properly  satirised  the 
relations  between  Taverner  Langford  and  ]\Ii\s. 
Yeale.  In  not  a  few^  cases,  especially  w^ith  a 
stag  hunt,  there  is  gross  injustice  done.  It 
cannot  be  otherwise  :  the  Vehm-Gericht  is  self- 
constituted,  sits  in  the  tavern,  and  passes  its 
sentence  w^ithout  summons  and  hearing:  of  the 
accused.  There  is  no  defence  and  no  appeal 
from  the  court.     The  infliction  of  the  sentence 
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confers  an  indelible  stain,  and  generally  drives 
those  who  have  been  thus  branded  out  of 
the  neighbourhood.  Petty  spite  and  private 
grudges  are  sometimes  so  revenged ;  and  a 
marriage  in  a  Avell-conducted  flimily,  whicli 
has  held  itself  above  the  rest  in  a  parish, 
is  made  an  occasion  for  one  of  these  out- 
rages, whereby  the  envy  of  the  unsuccessful 
and  disreputable  finds  a  vent. 

There  probably  would  have  been  no  hare 
hunt  near  Langford  had  not  the  ^  quarrel 
between  Langford  and  Nanspian  agitated  the 
whole  parish,  and  given  occasion  for  a  frolic 
which  would  not  have  been  adventured  had 
the  brothers-in-law  been  combined. 

'  Well,  Mr.  Charles,'  said  Mrs.  Veale,  '  what 
have  you  done  with  the  hve-pound  note  I  let 
you  have  ?     Is  it  all  spent  ?  ' 

'I  gave  it  to  my  father  and  sister,'  answered 
Charles.  '  I've  occasioned  them  some  expense, 
and  I  thought  I'd  make  it  up  to  them  whilst  I 
could.' 
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'  That  was  miglity  liberal  of  you,'  sneered 
Mrs.  Yeale. 

'  I  am  liberal,  pretty  free-handed  with  my 
money.     It  comes  of  my  blood.' 

'  Ah  ! '  said  the  housekeeper,  '  and  I  reckon 
now  you'll  be  wanting  more.' 

'  I  could  do  with  more,'  replied  young 
Luxmore,  '  but  I  will  not  trouble  you.' 

'Oh!  it's  no  trouble,'  said  Mrs.  Veale,  'I 
know  very  w^ell  that  lending  to  you  is  safe  as 
putting  into  the  Bank  of  England.  You  must 
have  your  own  some  day,  and  when  you're 
squire  you  won't  see  me  want.' 

'  Eely  on  me,  I  will  deal  most  generously 
with  you.  I  shall  not  forget  your  kindness, 
Mrs.  Veale.' 

'  But,'  said  the  woman  slyly,  eyeing  him,  '  I 
can't  find  you  as  much  as  you  require.  You 
can't  spin  more  out  of  me  than  my  own  weight, 
as  the  silkworm  said.  I've  put  aside  my  little 
savings.  But  as  you  see,  the  master  don't  pay 
VOL.  ir.  G 
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freely.     He  gives  you  only  ninepence,  and  ine 
'  she  shruCTo^ecl  her  shoulders. 

DO 

'  If  I  were  in  your  place,'  she  went  on, 
after  a  pause,  '  I  should  be  tempted  to  borrow 
a  hundred  or  so,  and  go  to  Physick  the  lawyer 
with  it,  and  say,  help  me  to  Coombe  Park,  and 
when  Pve  that,  I'll  give  you  a  hundred  more.' 

'Who'd  lend  me  the  money?  You  have 
not  so  much.' 

'1:^0,  I  have  not  so  much.' 

*  What  other  person  would  trust  me  ?  ' 

'The  money  might  be  had.' 

'  Others  don't  see  my  prospects  as  you  do.' 

'  I'd  be  inclined  to  borrow  wi'out  asking,' 
said  the  housekeeper  cautiously.  She  was  as 
one  feeling  her  way;  she  kept  her  eyes  on 
Charles  as  she  talked.  Charles  st  rted.  He 
knew  her  meaning. 

'  How  dare  you  suggest  such  a  thing ! '  lie 
said  in  a  low  tone,  looking  at  her  uneasily. 
*  Curse  you !  Don't  wink  at  me  with  your 
white  lashes  that  way,  you  make  me  uneasy.' 
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'  I  only  suggested  it,'  said  Mrs.  Veale, 
turning  her  head  aside.  '  I  reckon  no  harm 
would  be  done.  The  master  don't  know  how 
much  he  has  in  his  box.  We  had  it  out  t'other 
day  between  us,  and  counted.  There  be  over 
a  thousand  pounds  there.  Do  y'  think  he 
counts  it  every  week?  N'ot  he.  Who'd 
know  ?  The  money  would  be  put  back,  and 
wi'  interest,  six,  seven,  ten  per  cent.,  if  you 
liked,  when  you'd  got  Coombe  Park.' 

'Have  done,'  said  Luxmore  with  nervous 
irritation ;  '  I'm  no  thief,  and  never  could 
become  one.' 

'Who  asked  you  to  be  one?  Not  I.  I 
said  as  how  you  might  become  his  banker  for 
a  hundred  pounds.  The  bank  gives  but  three 
per  cent.,  and  you  would  give  nine.  Who'd 
be  the  loser?  Not  master.  He'd  gain  nine 
pounds  without  knowing  it — and  wouldn't  he 
crow ! ' 

Charles  Luxmore  caught  his  hat  and  stood 
up. 

G  2 


84  RED   SPIDER 

'  Where  be  you  going  to  ? '  asked  Mrs. 
Veale. 

'  I  cannot  stand  this,'  he  said  in  an  agitated 
voice.  'You  torment  me.  You  put  notions 
into  me  that  won't  let  me  sleep,  that  make  me 
miserable.     I  shall  go.' 

'  Whither  ?  To  the  Eing  o'  Bells.  There 
be  no  one  there  to-night,  all  be  away  to  Chims- 
worthy  at  the  Haysel.  You  sit  down  again, 
and  I  w^ill  give  you  some  cherry  cordial.' 

He  obeyed  sulkily. 

'You  can't  go  to  dance  at  Chimsworthy, 
because  you  be  here  at  Langford,  and  there's 
no  dancing  and  merry-making  here.  But  wait 
till  you're  at  Coombe  Park,  and  then  you'll  have 
junketings  and  harvest-homes  and  dances  when 
you  will.     That'll  be  a  rare  life.' 

He  said  nothing,  but  thrust  his  hands  into 
his  pockets,  and  looked  moodily  before  him. 

'  Shall  I  tell  you  now  who'll  find  you  the 
money  ?  ' 

He  did  not  speak. 
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'  Wellon  will; 
■  '  What  ?  '    he  looked  up  in  surprise. 

'  Ay !  old  Wellon  as  was  gibbeted,  he 
will.' 

Charles  laughed  contemptuously.  '  You 
are  talking  folly.     I  always  thought  you  mad.' 

'Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  Hand  of 
Glory  ?  ' 

'  J^o,  never.' 

'  I  wonder  what  became  of  Wellon's  hand 
— the  hand  tliat  throttled  Mary  Eundle,  and 
stuck  the  knife  into  the  heart  of  Jane,  and 
brous^ht  down  their  aunt  wi'  a  bloAv  of  the  fist. 
That  hand  was  a  mighty  hand.' 

'  Wellon  Avas  hung  in  chains,  and  fell  to 
dust.' 

'  But  not  the  hand.  Such  a  hand  as  that 
was  too  precious.  Did  you  never  hear  it  was 
cut  off,  and  the  body  swung  for  years  without 
it?' 

'  No,  I  did  not.' 

'  It  was  so.' 
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'  What  good  was  it  to  anyone  ?  ' 

'  It  was  worth  pounds  and  pounds.' 

'  As  a  curiosity  ?  ' 

'  No,  as  a  Hand  of  Glory.  It  were  washed 
in  mother's  milk  to  a  child  base-born,  and 
smoked  in  the  reek  of  gallows-wood,  and  then 
laid  with  tamarisk  from  the  sea,  and  vervain, 
and  rue,  and  bog-bean.' 

'Well,  what  then?' 

'  Why,  then,  sure  it's  a  Hand  of  Glory.'  She 
paused,  then  struck  her  hand  across  her  fore- 
head, '  and  grass  off  the  graves  of  them  as  it 
killed — I  forgot  to  say  tliat  w^as  added.' 

'  What  can  such  a  hand  do  ?  ' 

'  Everything.  If  I  had  it  here  and  set  it  up 
on  the  mantelshelf,  and  set  a  light  to  the 
fingers,  all  would  flame  blue,  and  then  every 
soul  in  the  house  would  sleep  except  us  two, 
and  we  might  ransack  the  whole  place  and 
none  would  stir  or  hinder  or  see.  And  if  we 
let  the  hand  flame  on,  they  would  lie  asleep  till 
we  w^ere  far  away  beyond  their  reach.' 
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'  If  you  had  this  Hand  of  Glory,  I  wouldn't 
help  you  to  use  it,'  said  Charles,  writhing  on 
his  seat. 

'That  is  not  all,'  Mrs.  Yeale  went  on, 
standing  by  a  little  tea-table  with  her  hand  on 
it,  the  other  against  her  side.  '  That  hand  has 
wonderful  powers  of  itself.  It  is  as  a  thing 
alive,  though  dead  and  dry  as  leather.  If  you 
say  certain  words  it  begins  to  run  about  on  its 
fingers  like  a  rat.  Maybe  you're  sitting  over 
the  fire  of  nights,  and  hear  something'  stirrinsf, 
and  see  a  brown  thing;  scuttlincr  over  the  floor 
and  you  think  it  is  a  rat.  It  is  not.  It  is  the 
dead  man's  hand.  Perhaps  you  hear  a 
scratching  on  the  wall,  and  look  round,  and 
see  a  great  black  spider — a  monstrous  spider 
going  about,  running  over  and  over  the  wain- 
scot, and  touching  and  twitching  at  the  bell 
wires.  It  is  not  a  spider,  it  is  the  murderer's 
hand.  It  hasn't  eyes,  it  goes  l)y  the  feel,  till  it 
comes  to  gold,  and  then,  at  the  touch  the  dark 
skin  becomes  lio'ht  and  shines  as  the  tail  of  a 
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glowworm,  and  it  picks  and  gathers  by  its 
own  light.  I  reckon,  if  that  hand  o'  Wellon's 
were  in  the  oven  behind  the  parlour-grate,  it 
would  make  such  a  light  that  you'd  see  what 
was  on  every  guinea,  whether  the  man  and 
horse  or  the  spade,  and  you  could  read  every 
note  as  well  as  if  you  had  the  daylight.  Then  the 
ring-finger  and  the  little  finger  close  over  what 
money  the  hand  has  been  bidden  fetch,  and  it 
runs  away  on  the  thumb  and  other  two — and 
then,  if  you  will,  it's  spiderlike  with  a  bag 
behind.' 

'  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it,'  said  Charles, 
but  his  words  were  more  confident  than  his  tone. 

'  You  see,'  Mrs.  Yeale  went  on,  '  there  is 
this  about  it,  you  tell  the  hand  to  go  and  fetch 
the  money,  but  you  don't  say  whither  it  is  to 
go,  and  you  do  not  know.  You  get  the  money 
and  can  swear  you  have  robbed  no  one.  I 
reckon,  mostly  the  money  is  found  by  the  hand 
in  old  cairns  and  ruins.  I've  been  told  there's 
a  table  of  gold  in  Broadbury  Castle  tliat  only 
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comes  to  tlie  top  on  Midsummer  niglit  for  an 
hour,  and  tlien  sinks  again.  Folks  far  away 
see  a  great  light  on  Broadbury,  and  say  we  be 
swaling  (burning  gorse)  up  here  ;  but  it  is  no 
such  thing ;  it  is  the  gold  table  coming  up,  and 
shining  like  fire,  and  the  clouds  above  reflect- 
in  o-  its  lis^ht.' 

'  Pity  the  hand  don't  break  off  bits  of  the 
gold  table,'  said  Charles  sarcastically  ;  but  his 
face  was  mottled  with  fear ;  Mrs.  Veale's  stories 
frightened  him. 

'  Yes,  'tis  a  pity,'  she  said.  '  Maybe  it  will 
some  day.' 

'  Pray  what  do  you  say  to  the  hand  to 
make  it  run  your  errands  ?  ' 

'  Ah  !  '  she  continued,  without  answering 
his  question.  '  There  be  other  things  the 
Hand  of  Glory  can  do.  It  will  go  if  you  send  it 
to  some  person — bolts  and  locks  will  not  keep 
it  out,  and  it  will  catch  the  end  of  the  bed- 
clothes, and  scramble  up,  and  pass  itself  over 
the  eyes  of  the  sleeper,  and  make  him   sleep 
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like  a  dead  man,  and  it  will  dive  under  the 
clothes  and  lay  its  fingers  on  the  heart ;  tlien 
there  will  come  aches  and  spasms  there,  or  it 
will  creep  down  the  thighs  and  pinch  and  pat, 
and  that  brings  rheumatic  pains.  I've  heard 
of  one  hand  thus  sent  as  went  down  under  the 
bedclothes  to  th(3  bottom  of  the  sleeper's  foot, 
and  there  it  closed  up  all  the  lingers  but  one, 
and  with  that  it  bored  and  bored,  working 
itself  about  like  a  gimblet,  and  then  gangrene 
set  in,  and  the  man  touched  thus  was  dead  in 
three  days.' 

'  It  is  a  mighty  fortunate  thing  you've  not 
the  hand  of  old  Wellon,'  growled  Charles. 

'  I  have  got  it,'  answered  Mrs.  Yeale. 

Charles  looked  at  her  with  staring  eyes. 

'  You  shall  see  it,'  she  said. 

'  I  do  not  want  to.  I  will  not ! '  he  ex- 
claimed, shuddering. 

'  Wellon's  hand  will  fetch  you  a  hundred 
pounds,  and  we  will  not  ask  whence  it  comes,' 
said  Mrs.  Yeale. 
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'  I  will  not  have  it,  I  will  not  touch  it ! '  He 
spoke  in  a  hoarse,  horrified  whisper. 

'  You  shall  come  with  me,  and  I  will  show 
you  where  I  keep  it,  and  perhaps  you  will  find 
the  hand  closed ;  and  when  I  say.  Hand  of 
Glory !  open  !  Hand  of  Glory !  give  up  !  then 
you  will  see  the  fingers  unclose,  and  the  ghtter- 
ino'  c^old  coins  will  be  in  the  brown  i:)alm.' 

'  I  will  not  touch  them.' 

'  No  harm  in  your  looking  at  them.  Come 
with  me.' 

She  stood  before  him  with  her  firm  mouth 
set,  and  her  blinking  eyes  on  him.  He  tried 
to  resist.  He  settled  himself  more  comfortably 
into  his  seat.  But  his  efforts  to  oppose  her  will 
were  in  vain.  He  uttered  a  curse,  drew  his 
hands  out  of  his  pocket,  put  his  hat  on  his  head. 

'  Go  on,'  he  said  surlily  ;  '  but  I  tell  y'  I 
won't  go  without  the  lantern.     Where  is  it  ?  ' 

'  In  Wellon's  Cairn.' 

'  I  will  not  go,'  said  Charles,  drawing  back, 
and  all  colour  leaving  his  cheek. 
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'  Then  I'll  send  the  hand  after  you.     Come.' 

'  I'll  take  the  lantern.' 

'  As  you  like,  but  hide  the  light  till  we 
get  to  the  hill.  There  it  don't  matter  if  folks 
see  a  flame  dancing  about  the  mound.  They 
will  keep  their  distance — Come  on,  after  me.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXY. 

THE   HAKE   HUXT. 

DiKECTLY  Mrs.  Veale,  followed  by  Charles,  came 
outside  the  house  the  former  turned  and  said, 
with  a  chuckle,  '  You  want  a  lantern,  do  y',  a 
summer  night  such  as  this  ? ' 

The  sky  was  full  of  twilight,  every  thorn 
tree  and  holly  bush  was  visible  on  the  hedges, 
every  pebble  in  the  yard. 

'  I'm  not  going  to  Wellon's  Cairn  without,' 
said  Luxmore,  sulkily.  '  I  don't  want  to  go  at 
all ;  and  I  won't  go  there  without  light.' 

'  Very  well.  I  will  wait  at  the  gate  for 
you.' 

He  went  into  the  stable,  where  was  a  horn- 
sided  tin  lantern,  and  took  it  down  from   its 
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crook,  then  went  back  into  the  kitchen  and 
liofhted  the  candle  at  the  fire. 

'I've  a  mind  not  to  go,'  he  mnttered. 
'  What  does  the  woman  want  with  me,  puUing 
me,  driving  me,  this  way  and  that  ?  If  I'd 
been  told  I  was  to  be  snbjected  to  this  sort  of 
persecntion,  I  wouldn't  have  come  here.  It's 
not  to  be  endured  for  ninepence.  Ninepence ! 
It  would  be  bad  at  eighteen  pence.  I  wish  I 
Avas  in  Afghanistan.  Cawbul,  Ghuznee,  Canda- 
har  don't  astonish  her.  She  ain't  open-mouthed 
at  them,  but  sets  my  hair  on  end  with  her 
Hand  of  Glory,  and  talks  of  how  money  is  to 
be  got.  I  know  what  she  is  after  ;  she  wants 
me  to  run  away  with  her  and  the  cash  box.  I 
won't  do  it — not  with  her,  for  certain  ;  not  with 
the  cash  box  if  I  can  help  it.  I  don't  believe 
a  word  about  a  Hand  of  Glory.  I'm  curious 
to  know  how  she'll  get  out  of  it,  now  she's 
promised  to  show  it  me.' 

He  started,  and  swore. 

'  Gorr  !  '  he  said  ;  '  it's  only  a  rat  behind  the 
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wainscot ;  I  thought  it  was  the  hand  creeping 
after  me.  I  suppose  I  must  go.  For  certain, 
Mrs.  Yeale  is  a  bad  un.  But ;  what  is  that  ? 
The  shadow  of  my  own  hand  on  the  wall, 
nausfht  else.' 

He  threw  over  him  a  cloak  he  wore  in  wet 
weather,  and  hid  the  lantern  under  it. 

'  For  sure,'  he  said,  '  folks  would  think  it 
queer  if  they  saw  me  going  out  such  a  summer 
night  as  this  with  a  lantern  ;  but  I  won't  go  to 
Wellon's  Cairn  without,  that  is  certain.' 

'  Well,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale ;  '  so  you  have 
come  at  last ! ' 

'  Yes,  I  have  come.  AYhere  is  the  master  ? 
I've  not  seen  him  about.' 

'  He  never  said  nothing  to  no  one,  and  went 
off  to  Holsworthy  to-day.' 

•  When  will  he  be  back  ?  ' 

'  Not  to-morrow  ;  there's  a  fair  tliere  ;  the 
day  after,  perhaps.' 

A  heavy  black  cloud  hung  in  the  sky, 
stretching  apparently  above  Broadbury.     Be- 
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low  it  the  silvery  light  flowed  from  behind  the 
horizon.  To  the  east,  although  it  was  night, 
the  range  of  Dartmoor  was  visible,  bathed  in 
the  soft  reflection  from  the  north- w^estern  sky. 
The  tumulus  upon  which  Wellon  had  been 
executed  was  not  far  out  on  the  heath.  Mrs. 
Yeale  led  the  way  with  firm  tread ;  Charles 
followed  with  growing  reluctance.  A  great 
white  owl  whisked  bv.  The  glowworms  were 
shining  mysteriously  under  tufts  of  grass.  As 
they  pushed  through  the  heather  they  disturbed 
large  moths.     A  rabbit  dashed  past. 

'  Hush  !  '  whispered  Charles.  '  I'm  sure  I 
heard  a  horn.' 

'  Ah  ! '  answered  Mrs.  Ycale,  '  Squire  Ars- 
cott  rides  the  downs  at  night,  they  say,  and 
has  this  hundred  years.' 

'  I  don't  care  to  go  any  further,'  said  the 
young  man. 

'  You  shall  come  on.  I  am  going  to  show 
you  the  Hand  of  Glory.' 

He  was  powerless  to  resist.     As  his  father 


THE  HARE  HUNT  97 

had  fallen  imder  the  authority  of  Honor,  so 
the  strong  over-mastering  will  of  this  woman 
domineered  Charles,  and  made  him  do  what 
she  would.  He  felt  his  subjection,  his  power- 
lessness.  He  saw  the  precipice  to  which  she 
was  leading  him,  and  knew  that  he  could  not 
escape. 

'  I  wish  I  had  never  come  to  Langford/ 
he  muttered  to  himself  '  It's  Honor's  doing. 
If  I  go  wrong,  she  is  to  blame.  She  sent  me 
here,  and  all  for  ninepence.'  Then,  stepping 
forward  beside  the  housekeeper,  '  I  say,  Mrs. 
Yeale,  how  do  you  manage  to  stow  anything 
away  in  a  mound  ?  ' 

'  Easy,  if  the  mound  be  not  solid,'  she 
replied.  '  There  is  a  sort  of  stone  coffin  in  the 
middle,  made  of  pieces  of  granite  set  on  end, 
and  others  laid  on  top.  When  the  treasure- 
seekers  dug  into  tlie  hill,  they  came  as  far  as 
one  of  the  stones,  and  they  stove  it  in,  but 
found  nothing,  or,  if  they  found  aught,  they 
VOL.  II.  n 


98  RED   SPIDER 

carried  it  away.     Tlien,  I  reckon,  they  put  the 
stone  back,  or  the  earth  fell  down  and  covered 
all  up,  and  the  heather  bushes  grew  over  it  all. 
But  I  looked  one  day  about  there  for  a  place 
where  I  could  hide  thino-s.     I  thoudit  as  the 
master  had  his  secret  place,  I'd  have  mine  too  ; 
and  I  knew  no  place  could  be  safer  than  where 
old  Wellon  humi,  as  folk  don't  like  to    come 
too    near  it — leastways   in   the    dark.      Well, 
then,  I  found  a  little  hole,  as  might  have  been 
made  by  a  rabbit,  and  I  cleared  it  out ;  and 
there  I  found  the  gap  and  the  stone  cofhn.     I 
crept  in,  it  were  not  over  big,  but  wi'  a  light  I 
coukl  see  about.     I  thought  at  first  I'd  come 
on  Wellon's  bones,  but  no  bones  were  there, 
nothing  at  all  but  a    rabbit  nest,    and    some 
wdiite  snail  shells.     After  that  I  made  up  the 
entrance    again,  just    as   it   was,    and  no  one 
would  know  it  was  there.     But  I  can  find  it ; 
there  is    a    bunch   of  heath  by  it,   and  some 
rushes,  and  how   rushes  came  to   grow  there 
beats  me.' 
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'  So  you  keep  Wellon's  hand  in  there,  do 

yon?' 

'  Yes,  I  do; 

'  How  did  you  manage  to  get  it  ? ' 

'  I  will  not  tell  you.' 

'  I  do  not  believe  you  have  it ;  I  don't 
believe  but  what  you  told  me  a  parcel  of  lies 
about  the  Hand  of  Glory.  I've  been  \o  Af- 
ghanistan, and  Cabul,  and  the  Bombay  Presi- 
dency, and  never  heard  of  such  a  thing.  It  is 
not  in  reason.  If  a  dead  hand  can  move,  why 
has  not  my  finger  that  Avas  cut  off  in  battle 
come  back  to  me  ?  ' 

'  Shall  I  send  the  Hand  after  it  .^ ' 

The  suggestion  made  Charles  uneasy.  He 
looked  about  him,  as  afraid  to  see  the  black 
hand  running  on  the  grass,  leaping  the  tufts  of 
furze,  carrying  his  dead  finger,  to  drop  it  at  his 
feet. 

'  V/hat  are  you  muttering  ? '  asked  he, 
sharply. 

'  I'm    only    repeating.    Hand    of    Glory ! 

H  2 
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Hand   of    Light !      Fetch,   fetch !      Ean    and 
bring ' 

'  I'll  strike  you  down  if  you  go  on  with 
your  devilry,  you  hag/  said  Charles,  angrily. 

'We  are  at  the  place.' 

They  entered  the  cutting  made  by  the 
treasure-seekers,  the  gap  in  which  Honor  had 
often  sat  in  the  sun,  unconscious  of  the  stone 
kistvaen  hidden  behind  her,  indifferent  to  the 
terrors  of  the  haunted  hill,  wdiilst  the  sun 
blazed  on  it. 

'The  night  is  much  darker  than  it  w^as,' 
said  Charles  uneasily,  as  he  looked  about  him. 

It  was  as  he  said.  The  black  mass  of  cloud 
had  spread  and  covered  the  sky,  cutting  off  the 
light  except  from  the  horizon. 

'  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  the  cloud,'  said 
Charles.  '  There  will  be  rain  before  long,  and 
there's  thunder  aloft  for  certain.' 

'  What  is  that  to  you  ?  Are  you  afraid  of 
a  shower  ?  You  have  your  cloak.  Bring  out 
the  lantern.     It  matters  not  who  sees  the  lidit 
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now.     If  anyone  does   see   it,  hell  say  it's  a 
corpse-candle  on  its  travels.' 

'  What  is  a  corpse-candle?  ' 

'  Don't  you  know  ?  '  She  gave  a  short,  dry 
laugh.  '  It's  a  light  that  travels  by  night  along 
a  road,  and  comes  to  the  door  of  the  house 
out  of  which  a  corpse  will  be  brought  in  a  day 
or  two.' 

'  Does  no  one  carry  the  candle  ? ' 

'  It  travels  by  itself.'  Then  she  said,  '  Give 
me  the  light.' 

'  I  will  not  let  it  out  of  my  hand,'  answered 
Charles,  looking  about  him  timorously.  'I 
don't  think  anyone  will  see  the  light,  down  in 
this  hole.' 

'  Hold  the  lantern  where  I  show  you — 
there.' 

He  did  as  required.  It  gave  a  poor,  sickly 
light,  but  sufficient  to  show  where  the  woman 
wanted  to  work.  She  began  to  scratch  away 
the  earth  with  her  hands,  and  Charles,  watch- 
ing her,  thought  she  worked  as  a  rabbit  or 
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hare  might  with  its  front  paws.  Presently  she 
said : 

'  There  is  the  hole,  look  in.' 

He  saw  a  dark  opening,  but  had  no  desire 
to  peer  into  it.     Indeed,  he  drew  back. 

'  How  can  I  see,  if  you  take  away  the  lan- 
tern ? '  asked  Mrs.  Veale.  '  Put  your  arm  in 
and  you  will  find  the  hand.' 

He  drew  still  further  away.  '  I  will  not. 
I  have  seen  enough.  I  know  of  this  hiding- 
place.     That  suffices.     I  will  go  home.' 

The  horror  came  over  him  lest  she  should 
force  him  to  put  his  hand  into  the  stone  coffin, 
and  that  there,  in  the  blackness  and  mystery 
of  the  interior,  the  dead  hand  of  the  murderer 
would  make  a  leap  and  clasp  his. 

'  I  have  had  enough  of  this,'  he  said,  and  a 
shiver  ran  through  him,  '  I  will  go  home. 
Curse  me  !  I'm  not  going  to  be  mixed  up 
with  all  this  devilry  and  witchery  if  I  can 
help  it.' 

'  Perhaps  the  hand  is  gone,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale. 
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'  Oil !  I  hope  so.' 

'  I  sent  it  after  your  finger.' 

'  Indeed,  may  it  be  ^ong  on  its  travels.' 
He  ^vas  reassured.  It  ^vas  not  pleasant  to 
think  of  so  close  proximity  to  the  murderer's 
embalmed,  still  active  hand.  He  suspected 
that  ]\Irs.  Yeale  was  attempting;  to  wrio-ole  out 
of  her  undertaking.  '  Indeed — I  thought  I 
was  to  see  the  hand,  and  now  the  hand  is  not 
here.' 

'  I  cannot  say.  Anyhovr,  the  money  is 
here.' 

'  What  money? ' 

'  That  for  which  you  asked.' 

'  I  asked  for  none.' 

'  You  desked  a  hundred  pounds  for  the 
purpose  of  getting  back  Coombe  Park.  Put  in 
your  hand  and  take  it.' 

'  I  will  not.' 

His  courao'e  was  returnmir,  as  he  thouo^ht 
he  saw  evasion  of  her  promise  in  the  woman. 

'  For  the  matter  of  that,  if  this  Hand  of 
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Glory  can  fetch  money,  it  might  as  well  fetch 
more  than  that.' 

'  How  much  ?  ' 

'  A  hundred  is  not  over  much.  Two  hun- 
dred— a  thousand.' 

'  Say  a  thousand.' 

'  So  I  do.' 

'  Put  in  your  hand.     It  is  there.' 

'  Hark ! ' 

'  Put  in  your  hand.' 

'  I  will  not.' 

'  Then  you  fool !  you  coward  !  I  must  take 
it  for  you  ! '  she  hissed  in  her  husky  voice.  She 
stooped,  and  thrust  both  her  hands  and  arms 
deep  into  the  kistvaen. 

'  Hush  ! '  whispered  Charles,  as  he  laid  his 
hand  on  her  shoulder,  and  covered  the  light 
with  a  flap  of  his  mantle.  She  remained  still 
for  a  minute  with  her  arms  buried  in  the  grave. 
There  was  certainly  a  sound,  a  tramp  of  many 
feet,  and  the  fall  of  horses'  hoofs,  heard,  then 
not  heard,  as  they  went  over  road  or  turf. 
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'  There,'  whispered  Mrs.  Yeale,  and  drew  a 
box  from  the  hole  and  placed  it  on  Charles's 
lap.  As  she  did  so,  the  mantleflap  fell  from 
the  lantern,  and  the  light  shone  over  the  box. 
Charles  at  once  recognised  Taverner  Langford's 
cash  box,  with  the  letter  padlock. 

'  Ebal,'  whispered  Mrs.  Yeale.  '  A  thousand 
pounds  are  yours.' 

At  that  instant,  loud  and  starthng,  close  to 
the  cairn  sounded  the  blast  of  a  horn,  instantly 
responded  to  by  the  baying  and  yelping  of 
dogs,  by  shouts,  and  screams,  and  cheers,  and 
a  tramp  of  rushing  feet,  and  a  crack  of  whips. 

The  suddenness  of  the  uproar,  its  unexpec- 
tedness, its  weirdness,  coming  on  Charles's  over- 
wrought nerves,  at  the  same  moment  that  he 
saw  himself  unwillingly  involved  in  a  robbery, 
completely  overcame  him  ;  he  uttered  a  cry  of 
horror,  sprang  to  his  feet,  upset  the  money 
box,  and  leaped  out  of  the  cutting,  swinging 
the  lantern,  with  his  wide  mantle  Happiog 
about  him.     His  foot  tripped  and  he  fell ;  he 
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picked  himself  up  and  bounded  into  tlie  road 
against  a  horse  Avith  rider,  who  was  in  the  act 
of  blowing  a  horn. 

Charles  was  too  friizhtened  and  bewildered 
to  remember  anything  about  the  hare  hunt. 
He  did  not  know  where  he  was,  what  he  w^as 
doing,  against  whom  he  had  flung  himself. 
The  horse  plunged,  bounded  aside,  and  cast  his 
rider  from  his  back.  Charles  stood  with  one 
hand  to  his  head  looking  vacantly  at  the  road 
and  the  prostrate  figure  in  it.  In  another 
moment  Mrs.  Yeale  was  at  his  elbow.  '  What 
have  you  done  ?  '  she  gasped,  '  You  fool !  what 
have  you  done  ?  ' 

Charles  had  sufficiently  recovered  himself  to 
understand  what  had  taken  place. 

'  It  is  the  hare  hunt,'  he  said.  '  Do  you 
hear  them  ?  The  dogs  !  This  is — my  God  I  it 
is  Larry  Nanspian.  He  is  dead.  I  said  I  would 
break  his  neck,  and  I  have  done  it.  But  I  did 
not  mean  it.  I  did  not  intend  to  frighten  the 
horse.     I — I ' — and  he  burst  into  tears. 
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'  You  are  a  fool,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale  angrily. 
'  What  do  you  mean  staying  here  ?  '  Slie  took 
the  horn  from  the  prostrate  Larry  and  blew  it. 
'  Don't  let  them  tmm  and  find  you  here  by  his 
dead  body.  If  you  vrill  not  go,  I  must,  though 
I  had  no  hand  in  killing;  him.'  She  snatclied 
the  lantern  from  liis  hand  and  extinguished  it. 
'  That  ever  I  had  to  do  with  such  an  one  as 
you  !  Be  off,  as  you  value  your  neck  ;  do  not 
stay.  Be  off!  If  you  threatened  Larry  and 
have  fulfilled  your  threat,  who  will  believe  that 
this  was  accident  ?  ' 

Charles,  wdio  had  been  overcome  by  weak- 
ness for  a  moment,  was  nerved  again  by  fear. 

'  Take  his  head,'  said  Mrs.  Veale,  '  lay  him 
on  the  turf,  among  the  dark  gorse,  where  he 
mayn't  be  seen  all  at  once,  and  that  will  give 
you  more  time  to  get  off.' 

'  I  cannot  take  his  head,'  said  Charles, 
trembling. 

'  Then  take  his  heels.  Do  as  I  bid,'  ordered 
the  housekeeper.     She  bent  and  raised  Larry. 
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'  Sure  enough,'  slie  said, '  his  neck  is  broken. 
He'll  never  speak  another  word.' 

Charles  let  go  his  hold  of  the  feet.  '  I  will 
not  touch  him,'  he  said.  '  I  will  not  stay.  I 
wish  I'd  never  come  to  Langford.  It  was  all 
Honor's  fault  forcino-  me.     I  must  o;o.' 

'  Yes,  go,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale,  '  and  go  along 
Broadbury,  where  you  Avill  meet  no  man,  and 
no  footmarks  will  be  left  by  which  you  may  be 
traced.'  Mrs.  Yeale,  unassisted,  dragged  the 
senseless  body  out  of  the  rough  road  over  the 
turf. 

'  Is  he  dead  ?  is  he  really  dead  ?  '  asked 
Charles. 

*  Go ! '  said  Mrs.  Yeale,  '  or  I  shall  have  the 
chance  of  your  hand  to  make  into  a  better  Hand 
of  Glory  than  that  of  Wellon.' 
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CHAPTEE   XXYI. 

BITTER   MEDICINE. 

The  hare  and  hounds  ran  some  distance  before 
they  perceived  that  they  were  not  pursued  by 
the  huntsman  and  tliat  the  horn  had  ceased  to 
cheer  them  on.  Then  httle  Piper,  the  cattle- 
jobber,  clothed  in  the  black  ox-hide,  stopped 
panting,  turned,  and  said,  '  Where  be  the 
hunter  to  ?  I  don't  hear  his  horse  nor  his 
horn.'  The  dogs  halted.  They  were  boys 
and  young  men  with  blackened  faces.  Piper's 
face  w^as  also  covered  with  soot.  His  appear- 
ance was  diabolical,  with  the  long  ears  on 
his  head,  his  white  eyes  peering  about  from 
under  them,  a  bladder  under  his  chin,  and  the 
black  hide  enveloping  him.     According  to  the 
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traditional  usas^e  on  sucli  occasions,  tlie  liunt 
ends  ^vitli  tlie  stag  or  hare,  one  or  the  other, 
being  fagged  out,  and  thrown  at  tlie  door  of  the 
house  whose  inmates'  conduct  has  occasioned 
the  stag  or  hare  hunt.  Then  the  hunter  stands 
astride  over  the  animal,  if  a  stag,  and  with  a 
knife  shts  the  bladder  that  is  distended  with 
bullock's  blood,  and  which  is  thus  poured  out 
before  the  offender's  door.  If,  however,  the 
hunt  be  that  of  a  hare  the  pretence  is — or  was 
— made  of  knocking  it  on  the  head.  It  may 
seem  incredible  to  our  readers  that  such  savage 
proceedings  should  still  survive  in  our  midst,  yet 
it  is  so,  and  they  will  not  be  readily  abolished.^ 
Not  suspecting  anything,  the  hare  and  the 
pack  turned  and  ran  back  along  the  road  they 

1  The   author  once   tore   down   with    his  own  hands   the 
following  bill  affixed  to  a  wall  at  four  cross  roads  :— 

*  Notice  ! — On    Thursday    night    the    Red    Hunter's 

PACK  OP  STAG  HOUNDS  WILL  MEET  AT  .  .  .  InN,  AND  WILL 
RUN  TO  GEOUND  A  FAilOUS  STAG.  GENTLEMEN  ARE  REQUESTED 
TO   ATTEND.' 

The  police  were  communicated  with,  but  were  unable  to 
interfere  as  no  breach  of  the  peace  was  committed. 
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had  traversed,  yelping,  sliouting,  hooting,  blow- 
ing through  their  half-closed  hands,  leaping, 
some  lads  riding  on  the  backs  of  others,  one  in 
a  white  female  ragged  gown  running  about  and 
before  the  liare.  Happing  the  arms  and  hooting 
like  an  owl. 

Would  Taverner  Langford  come  forth, 
worked  to  fury  by  the  insult?  Several  were  armed 
with  sticks  in  the  event  of  an  affray  with  him 
and  his  men.  Would  he  hide  behind  a  liedg^e 
and  fire  at  them  out  of  liis  trumpet-mouthed 
blunderbuss  that  hung  over  the  kitchen  mantel- 
piece in  Langford  ?  If  he  did  that,  they  had 
legs  and  could  run  beyond  range.  They  did 
not  know  that  he  was  away  at  Holsworthy. 
The  road  to  that  town  lay  over  the  back  of 
Broadbury  and  passed  not  another  liouse  in 
the  parish. 

The  wild  chase  swept  over  the  moor,  past 
Wellon's  Cairn,  past  Langford,  then  turned 
and  went  back  again. 

'  I'll  tell  you  what  it  be,'  said  Piper,  halting 
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and  confronting  his  pursuers.  '  Lariy  Nans- 
pian  have  thought  better  of  it,  and  gone  home. 
T'es  his  uncle,  you  know,  we'm  making  game 
of,  and  p'raps  he's  'shamed  to  go  on  in  it.' 

'  He  should  have  thought  of  that  before,' 
said  one  of  the  dogs.  '  Us  ain't  a  going  to 
have  our  hunt  spoiled  for  the  lack  of  a 
hunter.' 

'  Why  didn't  he  say  so  in  proper  time  ? ' 
argued  a  second. 

'  Heigh !  there's  his  horse !  '  shouted  a 
third,  and  ran  over  the  moor  toAvards  the  pie- 
bald, which,  having  recovered  from  its  alarm, 
was  quietly  browsing  on  the  sweet,  fine  moor 


grass. 


'  Sure  eneaf  it  be,'  said  Piper ;  '  then 
Larry  can't  be  far  off.' 

Another  shout. 

'  He's  been  throAvn.  He  is  lying  here  by 
the  roadside.' 

Then  there  was  a  rush  of  the  pack  to  the 
spot  indicated,  and  in  a  moment  the  insensible 
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lad  was  in  the  arms  of  Piper,  surrounded  by 
an  eao;er  throne^. 

'  Get  along,  you  felloAvs,'  sliouted  the  hare. 
'  you'll  give  him  no  breathing  room.' 

'  Ah !  and  Avhere'll  lie  think  himself,  I 
wonder,  when  he  opens  his  eyes  and  sees  he  is 
in  the  hands  of  one  with  black  flice  and  lon^p 
ears,  and  tail  and  hairy  body  ?  I  reckon  he 
won't  suppose  he's  in  Abraham's  bosom.' 

'  Wiiat'll  he  take  you  for  either,  in  your 
black  faces  ?  '  retorted  Piper.  '  Not  angels  of 
light,  sure-ly.'  Then  okl  Grout  hobbled  up. 
He  had  followed  far  in  the  rear,  as  best  he 
could  with  his  lame  leg  and  stick. 

'  What  be  the  matter,  now  ? '  he  asked. 
'  What,  Larry  Xanspian  throwed  ?  Some  o' 
you  lads  run  for  a  gate.  Us  mun'  carry  'a 
home  on  that.  There  may  be  bones  abroke, 
mussy  knows.' 

'  I  reckon  we  can't  take  'n  into  Lanor- 
ford,'  sucfs^ested  Sam  Yoaden. 

'  CO 

'  Likely,  eh  ?  '  sneered  Piper.     '  You  Sam, 
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<ret  a  sfate  for  the  lad.  He  must  be  carried 
home  at  once,  and  send  for  a  doctor.' 

He  was  obeyed ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  a 
procession  was  formed,  conveying  Larry  from 
the  moor. 

'He  groaned  as  we  hfted  'n,'  said  Sam 
Yoaden. 

'  So  he's  got  life  in  him  yet.' 

'  His  hand  ain't  cold,  what  I  may  coll  dead 
cold,'  said  another. 

'You  go  for'ard,  Piper,'  said  Tom  Grout, 
'  that  he  mayn't  see  you  and  be  frightened  if 
he  do  open  his  eyes.' 

Then  the  cattle-jobber  walked  first,  holding 
the  lonfy  cow's  tail  over  his  arm,  lest  those  who 
followed  should  tread  on  it  and  be  tripped  up. 
Sam  Voaden  and  three  other  young  men 
raised  the  gate  on  their  shoulders,  and  walked 
easily  under  it.  Behind  came  tlie  hounds, 
careful  not  to  present  their  blackened  faces  to 
the  opening  eyes  of  their  unconscious  friend  ; 
and,  lastly,  Tom  Grout  mounted  on  the  piebald. 
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One  of  the  boys  had  found  the  horn,  and  un- 
able to  resist  the  temptation  to  try  his  breath 
on  it,  blew  a  faint  blast. 

'  Shut  up,  will  you  ?  '  shouted  Piper,  turn- 
ing. '  Who  is  that  braying  ?  You'll  be  making 
Larry  fancy  he  hears  the  last  trump,  and  he'll 
iump  off  the  gate  and  hurt  himself  again.' 

Larry  Nanspian  had  not  broken  his  neck 
nor  fractured  his  skull.  He  was  much  bruised, 
strained,  and  his  right  arm  and  collar-bone 
were  broken.  His  insensibihty  proceeded  from 
concussion  of  the  brain ;  but  even  this  was  not 
serious,  for  he  gradually  recovered  his  con- 
sciousness as  he  Avas  being  carried  homewards. 
Too  dazed  at  first  to  know  where  he  was, 
what  had  happened,  and  how  he  came  to  be 
out  and  lying  on  a  gate,  he  did  not  speak  or 
stir.  Indeed,  he  felt  unwilling  to  make  an 
effort,  a  sense  of  exhaustion  overmastered  him, 
and  every  movement  caused  him  pain.  He 
lay  with  his  face  to  the  night  sky,  watching 
the  dark  cloud,  listening  to  the  voices  of  his 
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bearers,  and  picking  with  the  fingers  of  his  left 
hand  at  a  mossy  gate  bar  under  him.  At  first 
he  did  not  hear  what  words  were  passing  about 
him,  he  was  aware  only  of  voices  speaking : 
the  first  connected  sentence  he  was  able  to 
follow  was  this  : — 

'  'T would   be   a   bad    job   if    Larry   were 
killed.' 

'Bad  job  for  him,  yes,'  was  the  reply. 
*  What  do  y'  mean  by  that  .^  '  asked  Sam 
Voaden.  He  recognised  Sam's  voice  at  once, 
and  he  felt  the  movement  of  Sam's  slioulder 
tilting  the  fore  end  of  the  gate  as  he  turned  his 
head  to  ask  the  question. 

'  0,  I  mean  naught  but  what  everyone  says. 
A  bad  job  for  any  chap  to  die  ;  but  I  don't 
reckon  the  loss  would  be  great  to  Chimsworthy. 
Some  chance,  then,  of  the  farm  going  to  proper 
hands.  Larry  ain't  much,  and  never  will  be, 
but  for  larks  and  big  talk.  I  say  that  Chims- 
worthy is  a  disgrace  to  the  parish  ;  and  what 
is  more  there  is  sure  to  be  a  smash  there  unless 
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there   comes   an   alteration.     Alteration   there 
would  never  be  under  Larry.' 

'I've  heard  tell  that  the  old  man  has 
borrowed  a  sight  of  money  from  Taverner 
Langford,  and  now  he's  bound  to  pay  it  off, 
and  can't  do  it.' 

'  Xot  like  to,  the  way  he's  gone  on  ;  sowing 
brag  brings  brambles.' 

'  You  see,'  said  Yoaden,  '  they  always 
reckoned  on  getting  Langford,  some  day,  when 
the  old  fellow  died.' 

'And  what  a  miaiity  bi"'  fool  Larry  is  to 
aggravate  his  uncle.  Instead  of  keeping  good 
terms  with  the  old  gentleman  he  gues  out  o'  his 
road  to  offend  him.' 

'  I  say  it's  regular  un-decent  his  being  out 
to-night  hunting  the  hare  before  his  own  uncle's 
door.' 

'  I  say  so,  too.  It  weren't  my  place  to 
say  naught,  but  I  thought  it,  and  so  did  every 
proper  chap.' 

'  It  is  an  ill  bird  that  fouls  its  own  nest.' 
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'  Does  his  father  know  what's  he's  been 
after?' 

'  No,  of  course  not ;  old  Nanspian  would  ha' 
taken  a  stick  to  his  back,  if  he'd  heard  he  was 
in  for  such  things.' 

'  I  know  that  however  bad  an  uncle  might 
use  me,  I'd  never  have  nothing  to  do  with  a 
hare  hunt  that  concerned  him — no,  nor  an  aunt 
neither.' 

'  Larry  was  always  a  sort  of  a  giddy  chap.' 

'  He's  a  bit  o'  a  fool,  or  he  wouldn't  have 
come  into  this.' 

'  Maybe  this  will  shake  what  little  sense  he 
has  out  of  his  head.' 

'  I'll  tell  y'  what.  If  Larry  had  been  in  the 
army — he'd  have  turned  out  as  great  a  black- 
guard as  Charles  Luxmore.' 

'  The  girls  have  spoiled  Larry,  they  make  so 
much  of  him.' 

'  Make  much  of  him  !  They  like  to  make 
sport  of  him,  but  there's  not  one  of  them  cares 
a  farthing  for  him,    not  if  they've  any  sense. 
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They  know  fast  enougli  what  Chimsworthy  and 
idleness  are  coming  too.  Why,  there  was  Kate 
Luxmore.  Everyone  thought  she  and  Larry 
were  keeping  company  and  would  make  a  pair  ; 
but  this  evening,  you  saw,  directly  she  had  a 
chance  of  Sam,  she  shook  him  ofi^,  and  quite 
right  too.' 

'  iN'ever  mind  me  and  Kate,'  said  Sam,  turn- 
ing: his  head  asfain. 

'  But  us  do  mind,  and  us  think  as  Kate  be  a 
sensible  maiden,  and  us  thought  her  a  fool 
before  to  take  up  wi'  Larry  Kanspian.' 

This  conversation  was  not  pleasant  for  the 
young  man  laid  on  the  gate  to  hear,  and  it  took 
from  him  the  desire  to  speak  and  allow  his 
bearers  to  know  he  was  awake,  and  had  lieard 
their  criticism  on  his  character  and  conduct. 
The  judgment  passed  on  him  was  not  altogether 
just,  but  there  was  sufficient  justice  in  it  to 
humble  him.  Yes,  he  had  acted  most  impro- 
perly in  allowing  himself  to  be  drawn  into 
taking  part  in  the  hare  hunt.    Xo — he  was  not, 
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he  could  never  liave  become  such  a  blackguard 
as  Charles  Luxmore. 

'  Halt !  '  commanded  Piper,  and  the  convoy 
stood  still. 

'We  can't  go  like  this  to  Chimsworthy,' 
said  the  little  cattle-jobber ;  '  it'll  give  the  old 
man  another  stroke.  Let  us  stop  at  the  Lux- 
mores'  cottage,  and  wash  our  faces,  and  put  off 
these  things,  and  send  on  word  that  we're  com- 
ing ;  the  old  fellow  mustn't  be  dropt  down  on 
wi'  bad  news  too  sudden.' 

'  Eight !  Honor  shall  be  sent  on  to  break 
the  news.' 

Honor  !  Larry  felt  the  blood  mount  to  his 
brow\  She  had  herself  dissuaded  him  from 
having  anything  to  do  with  this  wretched  affair 
which  had  ended  so  disastrously  to  himself,  and 
when  Kate  advised  him  to  keep  away  from  it 
because  Honor  disapproved,  he  had  sent  her  an 
insolent  defiance.  Now  he  was  to  be  laid 
before  her  door,  bruised  and  broken,  because  he 
had  disobeyed  her  warning.     He  tried  to  lift 
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Mmself  to  protest — but  sank   back.     Xo — he 
thought — it  serves  me  right. 

The  party  clescencled  the  rough  lane  from 
Broadbury,  and  had  to  move  more  slowly  and 
with  greater  precaution.  The  bearers  had  to 
look  to  their  steps  and  talk  less.  Larry 's 
thoughts  turned  to  Honor.  Now  he  had  found 
out  how  true  w^ere  her  words.  What  she  had 
said  to  him  gently,  was  said  now  roughly, 
woundingly.  She  had  but  spoken  to  him  the 
wholesome  truth  which  was  patent  to  everyone 
but  himself,  but  she  had  spoken  it  so  as  to  in- 
flict no  pain.  She  had  tried  to  humble  him,  but 
with  so  pitiful  a  hand,  that  he  could  have 
kissed  the  hand,  and  asked  it  to  continue  its 
w^ork.  But  he  had  not  taken  her  advice,  he 
had  not  learned  her  lesson,  and  he  was  now 
called  to  suffer  the  consequences.  Those  nights 
spent  beside  Honor  under  the  clear  night  sky — 
how  happy  they  had  been  !  How  her  influence 
had  fallen  over  him  like  dew,  and  he  had  felt 
that   it  was  well  with  him  to  his  heart's  core. 
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How  utterly  different  she  was  from  the  other 
girls  of  Bratton.  They  liattered  him.  She  re- 
buked him.  They  pressed  their  attentions  on 
him.  She  shrank  from  his  notice.  He  could 
recall  all  she  had  said.  Her  words  stood  out  in 
his  recollection  like  the  stars  in  the  night  hea- 
vens— but  he  had  not  directed  his  course  by 
them. 

Now,  as  the  young  men  carried  him  down 
the  lane,  he  knew  every  tree  he  passed,  and  that 
he  was  nearing  Honor,  step  by  step.  He  de- 
sired to  see  her,  yet  feared  her  reproachful  eye. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

AFTER      SWEETNESS. 

Oliver  Luxmore  had  returued  home  before 
Kate  came  from  the  dance,  and  had  eaten  his 
supper,  and  gone  to  bed.  Her  father  had  been 
a  cause  of  distress  to  Honor  of  late.  He  said, 
indeed,  no  more  about  Taverner's  suit,  but  he 
could  not  forget  it,  and  he  was  continually 
grumbling  over  the  difficulties  of  his  position, 
his  poverty,  the  hardships  of  his  having  to  be  a 
carrier,  when  he  ought  to  be  a  gentleman,  and 
might  be  a  squire  if  certain  persons  would  put 
out  a  little  finger  to  help  him  to  his  rights. 

His  careless  good  humour  had  given  place 
to  peevish  discontent.  By  nature  he  was  kind 
and  considerate,  but  his  disappointment  had,  at 
least   temporarily,   embittered   his  mood.     He 
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threw  out  oblique  reproaches  wliich  hurt  Honor, 
for  she  felt  that  they  were  aimed  at  her.  He 
complained  that  times  were  altered,  children 
were  wthout  filial  affection,  they  begrudged  their 
parents  the  repose  that  was  their  due  in  the 
evening  of  their  days.  He  was  getting  on  in 
years,  and  was  forced  to  slave  for  the  support 
of  a  family,  when  his  family — at  least  the  elder 
of  them — ought  to  be  maintaining  him.  He 
wished  that  the  Thrustle  were  as  deep  as  tlie 
Tamar,  and  he  would  throw  himself  in  and  so 
end  his  sorrows.  His  children — his  ungrateful 
children — must  not  be  surprised  if  some  day  he 
did  not  return.  There  was  no  saying,  on  occa- 
sions, when  a  waterspout  broke,  the  Thrustle 
was  so  full  of  water  that  a  man  miglit  drown 
himself  in  it. 

In  vain  did  Honor  attempt  to  turn  his 
thoughts  into  pleasanter  channels.  He  found  a 
morbid  pleasure  in  being  absorbed  in  the  con- 
templation of  his  sores.  He  became  churHsli 
towards  Honor  and  refused  to  be  cheered.     She 
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had  fine  speeches  on  her  tongue,  but  he  was  a 
man  who  preferred  deeds  to  words.  A  girl  of 
words  and  not  of  deeds  was  Hke  a  garden  full 
of  weeds.  When  the  weeds  began  to  grow,  like 
the  heavens  thick  with  snow,  when  the  snow 
began  to  fall — and  so  on — and  so  on — he  had 
forgotten  the  rest  of  the  jingle. 

Now  for  the  first  time,  dhiily,  was  Honor 
conscious  of  a  moral  resemblance  between  her 
father  and  Charles.  Wliat  Charles  had  become, 
her  father  might  become.  The  elements  of 
character  were  in  germ  in  him  that  had  deve- 
loped in  the  son.  As  likenesses  in  a  family  come 
out  at  unexpected  moments,  that  had  never 
before  been  noticed,  so  was  it  with  the  psychical 
features  of  these  two.  Honor  saw  Charles  in 
her  father,  and  the  sight  distressed  her. 

Oliver  Luxmore  did  not  venture  to  say  out 
openly  what  he  desired,  but  his  hints,  his 
insinuations,  his  grumblings,  were  siguificaut ; 
they  pierced  as  barbed  steel,  they  bruised  as 
blows.     Till   recentlv,  Oliver   had    recotrnised 
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his  daughter's  moral  superiority,  and  had  sub- 
mitted. Now  his  eye  was  jaundiced.  He 
thought  her  steadfastness  of  purpose  to  be 
dofro;edness,  her  resistance  to  his  wishes  to  be 
the  result  of  self-will,  and  his  respect  for  her 
faded. 

Although  Honor  made  no  complaint,  no 
defence,  she  suffered  acutely.  She  had  sur- 
rendered Larry  because  her  duty  tied  her  to 
the  home  that  needed  her.  Was  it  necessary 
for  her  to  make  a  further  sacrifice — a  supreme 
sacrifice  for  the  sake  of  her  father  .^  She  had 
no  faith  in  the  verbal  promises  of  Taverner 
Langford,  to  stand  by  and  assist  her  brothers 
and  sisters,  but  it  was  in  her  power  to  exact 
from  him  a  written  undertaking  which  he 
would  be  unable  to  shake  off.  Suppose  she 
were  to  marry  Langford — what  then  ?  Then — 
the  dark  cloud  would  lift  and  roll  away. 
There  would  be  no  more  struggle  to  make 
both  ends  meet,  no  more  patching  and  darning 
of  old  clothes,  no  more  limiting  of  the  amount 
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of  bread  dealt  out  to  each  child.  Her  father's 
temper  would  mend.  He  would  recover  his 
kindly  humour,  and  play  with  the  little  ones, 
and  joke  with  the  neighbours,  and  be  affection- 
ate towards  her.  There  woidd  be  no  more 
need  for  him  to  travel  with  a  waggon  in  all 
weathers  to  market,  but  he  would  spend  his 
last  years  in  comfort,  cared  for  by  his  children, 
instead  of  exhaustim^  himself  for  them. 

o 

However  bright  such  a  prospect  might 
appear.  Honor  could  not  reconcile  herself  to  it. 
Her  feminine  instmcts  revolted  against  the 
price  she  must  pay  to  obtain  it. 

That  evening  Oliver  Luxmore  ate  his  supper 
in  sulky  silence,  and  went  to  bed  without 
wishing  Honor  a  good  night.  When  Kate 
arrived,  she  found  her  sister  in  tears. 

'  Honor !  '  exclaimed  the  eager,  lively  girl, 
'  what  is  the  matter  ?  You  have  been  crying 
— because  you  could  not  go  to  the  dance.' 

'  No,  dear  Kate,  not  at  all.' 

*  Honor !   what   is   the    meanirn^   of    this  ? 
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Marianne  Spry  tells  me  she  saw  the  silk 
kerchief  you  gave  me  before  to-cla}^' 

'Well,  why  not?' 

'  But,  Honor,  I  do  not  understand.  Mrs. 
Spry  says  that  Larry  bought  it — bought  it  at 
Tavistock  after  he  had  killed  the  dog  that 
worried  our  lambs — after  he  had  got  the 
guinea,  and  she  believes  he  bought  it  with  that 
money.' 

'  Well,  Kate ! '  Honor  stooped  over  her 
needlework. 

'  Well,  Honor !  ' — Kate  paused  and  looked 
hard  at  her.  '  How  is  it  that  Larry  bought  it, 
and  you  had  it  in  your  chest  ?  That  is  what  I 
want  to  know.' 

'  Larry  gave  it  me,' 

'  Oh — ho  !     He  gave  it  you  !  ' 

'  Yes,  I  sat  up  with  him  when  he  was 
watching  for  the  lamb-killer  ;  he  is  grateful  for 
that  trifling  trouble  I  took.' 

'  But,  Honor  !  Marianne  Spry  said  tliat  she 
and  others  chaffed  Larry  in  the  van  about  the 
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kerchief  he  had  bought  for  me — and  it  was  not 
for  me.' 

Honor  said  nothing  ;  she  worked  very  dili- 
gently with  her  fingers  by  the  poor  light  of  the 
tallow  candle  on  the  table.  Kate  stooped  to 
get  sight  of  her  face,  and  saw  that  her  cheek 
was  red. 

'  Honor,  dear  !  The  kerchief  was  not  for 
me.     Why  did  you  make  me  wear  it  ?  ' 

'  Because,  Kate — because  you  are  the  right 
person  to  wear  his  present.' 

'  I — wliy  I  ?  '  asked  Kate  impetuously. 

Honor  looked  up,  looked  steadfastly  into 
her  sister's  eyes. 

'  Because  Larry  loves  you,  and  you  love 
him.' 

'  I  can  answer  for  myself  that  I  do  not,' 
said  Kate  vehemently.  '  And  I  don't  fancy  he 
is  much  in  love  with  me.  No,  Honor,  he  was 
in  a  queer  mood  this  evening,  and  wliat  made 
him  queer  was  that  you  were  not  in  the  barn, 
and  had  decked  me  out  in  the  kerchief  he  gave 
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Next  day  Physick  the  lawyer  came,  and 
brought  the  mortgage  and  the  money.  The 
signatures  were  appended,  a  cross  for  Larry, 
and  the  money  received. 

'  Kow,'  said  the  old  man,  '  I'd  like  you,  Mr. 
Physick,  to  go  over  to  Laugford  and  pay  the 
sum  I  owe  to  my  brother-in-law.  I  can't  go 
myself.  He's  spoken  that  insolent  to  me,  and 
that  too  before  the  whole  of  Coryndon's  Charity, 
that  I  can  never  set  foot  over  his  drexil  (thres- 
hold) again.  So  I'd  wish  you  to  go  for  me, 
and  bring  me  my  note  of  hand  back  all  square.' 

'  I  will  go  as  well,'  said  Larry,  who  was 
up,  able  to  walk  about,  but  without  his  jacket, 
because  of  his  bandaged  bones  and  arm  strapped 
back. 

'  You  ! '  exclaimed  his  father.  '  Why  should 
you  go?' 

'  I  wish  it,'  answered  the  lad.  '  I'll  tell 
you  the  reason  after.' 

'  You'd  better  not  go  out  yet.' 

'Why  not?      Mr.   Physick  will  drive  me 
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there  and  back  in  his  gig.  I  shall  not  be 
shaken.     The  gig  has  springs.' 

'  I  reckon  there's  a  certain  cottage  the 
rogue  will  want  to  get  out  at  on  the  way. 
Don't  let  him,  Mr.  Physick,  or  he  won't  be 
home  for  hours.' 

Although  the  gig  had  springs  Larry  suffered 
in  it,  and  was  glad  to  descend  with  Mr.  Physick 
at  Langford. 

Taverner  Langford  had  returned  home  but 
an  hour  before ;  he  had  been  to  the  fair  at 
Holsworthy,  and  thence  had  gone  into  Bide- 
ford  about  a  contract  for  young  bullocks.  He 
had  just  finished  his  dinner  of  bread  and  cheese, 
washed  down  with  water,  when  Mrs.  Yeale 
opened  the  parlour  door,  and  without  a  word 
showed  in  Mr.  Physick  and  Larry. 

Langford  greeted  the  lawyer  with  a  nod. 
'  Please  to  take  a  chair.'  He  stared  at  Hillary 
with  surprise,  and  said  nothing  to  him. 

'  We've  come  to  pay  you  the  loan  you 
called  in,'  said  Physick. 
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'  Well,  it  is  this.  There's  been  an  accident, 
and  Master  Larry  Kanspian  hev  fallen  on  hia 
head  off  his  horse  and  hurted  himself  bad.' 

Honor  began  to  tremble,  and  caught  the 
door  with  one  hand  and  the  door-post  with  the 
other. 

*  Now  do  y'  take  it  easy.  He  ain't  dead, 
only  hurt.  Us  don't  want  to  go  right  on  end 
carrying  him  into  Chimsworthy,  all  of  us  dressed 
as  we  are.  First  place,  it  might  frighten 
Master  Nanspian,  second  place,  he  mightn't  like 
the  larks  Larry  has  been  on.  So  us  thought  if 
you  would  let  us  clean  our  faces,  and  take  off 
our  skins  and  other  things,  and  cut  the  green  coat 
off  the  back  of  Larry,  here  ;  and  then,  you'd  be 
so  good  as  run  on  to  Chimsworthy  and  prepare 
the  old  gentleman,  you'd  be — well,  you'd  be 
yourself — I  couldn't  put  it  better.' 

Honor  had  recovered  her  composure. 
'  I  will  do  what  you  wish,'  she  said,  and  her 
voice  was  firm,  though  low. 

'  You   see,'   Piper   went    on.     '  It's   a   bit 
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ockerd  like  ;  I  reckon  the  old  man  wouldn't  be 
satisfied  that  Larry  were  mixed  up  in  a  hare- 
hunt  that  made  game  of  Taverner  Langford,  his 
own  wife's  brother  ;  and  I  don't  say  that  Larry 
acted  right  in  being  in  it.  Howsomever,  he 
has  been,  and  is  now  the  worse  for  it.  Will 
you  please  to  bring  the  candle  and  let  us  see 
how  bad  he  be.' 

Honor  took  the  tin  candlestick  with  the 
tallow  dip,  and  descended  the  steps,  holding  it. 

The  four  bearers  set  the  gate  upon  the 
ground,  and  Ilonor  held  the  candle  aloft  that 
the  light  might  fall  on  Larry.  But  a  soft  wind 
was  blowing,  and  it  drove  the  flame  on  one 
side,  makino;  the  lono^  wick  glow  and  then 
carrying  it  away  in  sparks. 

'  Mr.  Piper,  go  into  the  cottage  and  ask  my 
sister  Kate  to  give  you  my  scissors.  I  will 
remove  the  coat.  Go  all  of  you,  either  to 
the  well  a  few  steps  down  the  lane,  or  into  our 
kitchen,  and  wait.  Kate  will  give  you  towel 
and  soap.     Leave  me  with  Larry.     I  must  deal 


134  RED  SPIDER 

very  gently  with  him,  and  I  had  rather  you 
were  none  of  you  by.' 

•  You're  right,'  said  Piper.  '  Us  had  better 
have  white  faces  and  get  clear  of  horses  and 
other  gear  before  he  sees  us.' 

'We  must  be  quick,'  said  Sam  Voaden. 
'  Larry  must  be  got  home  as  fast  as  may  be.' 

Then  they  ran,  some  to  the  well  in  the 
bank,  some — Sam,  of  course — into  the  cottage, 
and  left  Honor  for  a  moment  or  two  beside  the 
prostrate  man,  kneehng,  holding  the  guttering 
candle  with  one  hand,  and  screening  the  flame 
from  the  wind  with  the  other. 

Then  Larry  opened  his  eyes,  and  looked 
long  and  earnestly  into  her  face.  He  said 
nothing.  He  did  not  stir  a  finger ;  but  his  eyes 
spoke. 

'  Larry ! '  she  breathed.  Her  heart  spoke 
in  her  voice,  '  Larry,  are  you  much  hurt  ?  ' 

He  shghtly  moved  his  head. 

'  Much,  Larry  ?  where  ? ' 

*  In  my  pride,  Honor,'  he  answered. 
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She  looked  at  him  with  surprise  :  at  first 
hardly  comprehending  his  meaning. 

Then  Kate  came  down  the  steps  with  the 
scissors. 

'  0  Honor  !  How  dreadful !  I  told  him  not 
to  go !  I  told  him  you  disapproved  !  And  now 
he  is  punished.  0  Honor  !  is  he  badly  injured  ? 
HeisnotkiUed?' 

'  No,  Kate,  he  is  not  killed.  How  far  hurt 
I  cannot  tell.  Larry!  you  must  let  me  move 
you.     I  may  hurt  you  a  little ^' 

'  You  cannot  hurt  me,'  he  said.  '  I  have  hurt 
myself.' 

'  0  Honor ! '  exclaimed  Kate.  '  If  he  can 
speak  he  is  not  so  bad.     Shall  I  help  .^  ' 

'  No,  Kate,'  answered  Honor,  '  go  back  to 
the  cottage  and  give  the  young  men  what  they 
want  to  clean   their  faces ;    those  at  the  well " 
also.     I  can  manage  Larry  by  myself.' 

She  stooped  over  him. 

'  Larry  !  you  must  let  me  raise  you  a  little 
bit.     Tell  me  truly,  are  any  bones  broken  ?  ' 
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'  I  do  not  know,  Honor.  I  feel  as  if  I 
could  not  move.  I  am  full  of  pain,  full  in  all 
my  limbs,  but  most  full  in  my  heart.' 

She  began  to  cut  up  the  seams  of  the  sleeves. 

'  I  cannot  move  my  right  arm,'  he  said.  '  I 
suppose  there  is  some  breakage  there.' 

'  Yes,'  she  said  gravely,  '  I  can  feel  a  bone 
is  broken.' 

'  If  that  be  all  it  does  not  matter,'  he  said 
more  cheerfully,  '  but  I  want  to  say  to  you, 
Honor,  something  whilst  no  one  is  by.' 

'  What  is  it  ?  ' 

'  I  have  done  very  wrong  in  many  ways.  I 
have  been  a  fool,  and  I  shall  never  be  any- 
thing else  unless  you ' 

'Never  mind  that  now,'  she  hastily  inter- 
rupted him.  '  We  must  think  only  at  present 
of  your  aching  joints  and  broken  bones.' 

Then  Oliver  Luxmore's  voice  was  heard 
calling,  and  asking  what  was  the  matter  ?  Who 
were  in  the  house  ?  He  had  been  roused  from 
his  sleep  and  was  alarmed.     Kate  ran  up  the 
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stairs  to  pacify  liim,  and  when  he  knew  the 
circumstances  he  hastily  dressed. 

An  altercation  broke  out  at  the  well  There 
was  not  room  for  all  to  get  at  the  water.  One 
came  running  u^^  with  streaming  face  to  Honor, 
'  Am  I  clean  ?  '  he  asked.  '  How  is  Larry  ? 
Not  so  bad  hurt  after  all,  is  he  ? '  Then  he 
went  up  the  steps  into  the  cottage  to  consult 
his  fellows  as  to  the  condition  of  his  face,  and 
to  wipe  it. 

Honor  removed  the  coat  in  pieces. 

'  Thank  you,'  said  Larry.  '  The  candle  is 
out  ? ' 

'Yes,  the  wind  has  made  it  out  (extinguished 

it).' 

'  My  left  hand  is  sound.     Come  on  that  side.' 

She  did  as  he  asked. 

'  And  this,'  he  said,  '  is  the  side  where  my 
heart  is.  Honor,  I'm  very  sorry  I  did  not 
follow  your  advice.  I  am  sorry  now  for  many 
things.     I  want  you  to  forgive  me.' 

'  I  have  nothino;  to  forgive.' 
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'  Lean  over  me.  I  want  to  whisper.  I 
don't  want  the  fellows  to  hear.' 

She  stooped  with  her  face  near  his.  Then 
he  raised  his  uninjured  arm,  put  it  round  her 
neck,  and  drew  her  cheek  to  his  lips,  and  kissed 
her.  '  Honor !  dear  Honor  !  I  love  no  one ! 
no  one  in  the  world  but  you !  And  I  love  you 
more  than  words  can  say.' 

Did  she  kiss  him  .^  She  did  not  know  her- 
self A  hght,  then  a  darkness,  were  before  her 
eyes.  What  time  passed  then  ?  A  second  or 
a  century?  She  did  not  know.  A  sudden 
widening  of  the  world  to  infinity,  a  loss  of  all 
limitations — time,  space — an  unconsciousness  of 
distinction,  joy,  pain,  day,  night,  a  loss  of 
identity — was  it  she  herself,  or  another  ? 

Then  a  wakening  as  from  a  trance,  with 
tingling  veins,  and  dazed  eyes,  and  whirling 
brain,  and  fluttering  heart,  and  voice  uncon- 
trolled, as  from  the  cottage  door,  down  the 
steps,  and  from  the  well,  up  the  lane  came 
simultaneously  the  rabble  of  boys  and  men. 
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'  Well,  how  is  he  ?  '  '  Have  you  got  the 
coat  off  ? '  '  Can  he  speak  ?  '  '  Any  bones 
broke  ? ' 

Honor  could  not  answer  the  questions ;  she 
heard  them,  but  had  no  voice  wherewith  to 
speak. 

'Eaisethe  gate  again,' said  Piper.  'Sam, 
are  you  ready  ?  Why  are  you  behind  .^  We 
must  get  on.' 

'  Honor,'  said  Larry  in  a  low  voice,  '  walk 
by  the  side  of  me.     Hold  my  hand.' 

'  He  is  better,'  said  one  of  the  young  men ; 
'  he  can  speak.     He  knows  Honor.' 

'  Yes,  he  is  better,'  she  said,  '  but  he  has  his 
right  arm  broken,  and  he  is  much  shaken  and 
bruised.  Let  me  walk  beside  him,  I  can  stay 
the  gate  and  ease  him  as  you  carry  him  over 
the  ruts  and  stones.'  So  she  walked  at  his  side 
with  her  hand  in  his.  In  a  few  minutes  the 
party  had  arrived  at  the  granite  gates  of 
Chimsworthy. 

'  Stay  here,'  ordered  Piper.     '  Now,  Honor 
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Luxmore,  will  you  go  on  up  the  avenue  and 
tell  the  old  gentleman  ?  Us'll  come  after  with 
Master  Larry  in  ten  minutes.' 

'I  will  go,'  said  Honor,  disengaging  her 
hand. 

'  How  are  you  now  ?  '  asked  Piper,  coming 
up  to  the  young  man. 

'  Better,'  he  said,  '  better  than  ever  before.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXYIII. 

A   FIRST   STEP. 

For  the  next  two  days  and  nights  Larry  was  in 
great  pain.  His  arm  and  collar-bone  had  been 
set,  but  strains  are  more  painful  than  breakages, 
and  the  young  fellow  in  his  fall  had  managed 
to  bruise  and  sprain  his  muscles  as  well  as  frac- 
ture his  bones.  He  could  not  sleep  ;  he  could 
not  move  in  bed ;  every  turn,  even  the  slightest, 
caused  him  agony.  The  doctor  enjoined  per- 
fect rest.  Through  the  two  long  sleepless 
nights  his  mind  was  active,  and  the  train  of 
thought  that  had  begun  as  he  was  being  carried 
from  Broadbury  continued  to  move  in  his  brain. 
What  different  nights  were  these  to  those  spent 
by  him  on  the  bench  with  Honor  !     He  con- 
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sidered  what  she  had  said  to  him,  and  he  knew 
that  what  she  had  said  was  right.  How  care- 
less of  his  best  interests  he  had  been  !  How  re- 
gardless of  his  duties !  How  neglectful  of  his 
proper  self-respect !  Of  course  she  was  right. 
His  father  never  had  properly  managed  the 
farm,  and  since  his  stroke  he  had  paid  it  less 
attention  than  before.  He,  the  son  and  heir, 
ought  to  have  devoted  himself  to  the  work  of 
the  farm,  and  made  that  his  main  object,  not 
to  amuse  himself. 

His  father  came  up  to  his  room  several 
times  a  day  to  enquire  how  he  was. 

'  There's  Physick  coming  here,'  said  the  old 
man,  '  and  I  want  you  to  use  your  hand  when 
he  comes.' 

'  I  have  only  my  left.' 

'  Well,  the  left  must  do.  If  you  can't  sign 
your  name,  you  can  make  a  cross  and  that  will 
suffice.' 

'  What  do  you  want  me  to  sign,  father  ? ' 

'  The   mortgage.      Physick    mil   find   the 


A   FIRST  STEP  143 

money,  and  then  we  shall  pay  off  Taverner 
Langford,  and  have  done.' 

Larry  sighed.  He  remembered  what 
Honor  had  said.  He  was  helping  to  burden, 
not  to  relieve,  the  property. 

'  Can't  it  be  helped,  father  ?  I'd  rather 
not,  if  the  money  could  be  raised  any  other 
way.' 

'  But  that  is  impossible  without  a  sale.' 

'Why  did  Uncle  Taverner  lend  the 
money  ? ' 

'  We  were  behind  in  a  score  of  things.' 

'  Is  it  all  gone,  father  ? ' 

'  Gone  !  of  course  it  is.  Now  I'm  wanting 
more,  and  I  must  raise  double  what  Taverner 
lends  me,  half  to  pay  him  off,  and  half  to  meet 
present  demands.' 

'  How  is  this  ?  ' 

'  Bad  times.  Things  will  come  round  some 
day.' 

'  How  long  have  they  been  bad  ?  ' 

'  Ever  since  your  mother  died.     That  was 
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a  bad  day  for  us.'  The  old  man  sat  rubbing 
his  chin.  '  The  next  bad  day  was  when  I 
quarrelled  with  Taverner,  or  rather,  when 
Taverner  quarrelled  with  me.  'Tis  a  pity.  I 
made  up  his  orchard  with  my  new  grafts  ;  and 
a  more  beautiful  lot  of  apple-trees  are  not  to  be 
seen — and  he  for  to  cut  them.     Shameful.' 

'  What  was  the  quarrel  about,  father  ?  ' 

'I've  told  you  afore.  A  red  spider. 
Taverner  tried  to  sloke  (draw)  her  away,  when 
she  was  running  straight  as  a  line  into  my 
pocket.  But  I  reckon  he  can't  keep  you  for 
ever  out  of  Langford.  He  may  live  for  ten 
or  twelve  years  out  of  wicked  spite,  but  he  is 
not  immortal,  and  Langford  will  come  to  you  in 
the  end.  Then  you  can  clear  off  the  mortgages. 
— I  reckon  I  shall  be  gone  then.' 

'  Don't  say  that,  father.' 

'  I  know  I  shall.  When  Taverner  sloked 
that  spider  away  he  carried  off  my  health,  and 
I  were  took  with  the  stroke  immediately.  I've 
not  been  myself  since.'     He  continued  rubbing 
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his  chin.  '  And  now  comes  this  mortgage,  and 
you  laid  up  in  bed  as  you  never  was  before. 
It  all  comes  o'  sloking  away  the  spider.' 

'  Father,'  eaid  Larry  earnestly,  but  timor- 
ously :  '  I  wish  you  would  let  me  bring  another 
here.' 

'  Another  what  ?  ' 

'Eed  Spider.' 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?  ' 

'  Honor  Luxmore.' 

The  old  man  looked  puzzled,  then  gradu- 
ally an  idea  of  his  son's  meaning  crept  mto  his 
head. 

'  I  thought,'  said  he  slowly,  '  I  thought  it 
was  t'other  maid.' 

'  No,  dear  father,  I  love  Honor.  Let  me 
bring  her  here,  let  her  be  my  wife,  and  I'm 
sure  she  will  bring  luck  to  this  house.' 

Hillary  senior  continued  rubbing  his  chin. 
*  Her  mayn't  have  money,'  he  mused,  '  but 
her's  good  up  and  down  the  backbone ;  as  a 
money-spinner  is  all  redness  and  naught  else, 

VOL.  II.  L 
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SO  is  Honor  all  goodness  and  not  a  speck  of 
black  in  her.' 

'  It  is  so  indeed,  father.' 
'  I'm  better  pleased  than  if  it  were  Kate.' 
'  I  never  really  thought  of  Kate.' 
'Well,   you   was  sly   about   it   then.     All 
folks  said   that  Kate  had   stolen  your  fancy. 
Well  now.  Honor  mayn't  be  a  money-bringer, 
I  reckon  she's  got  nothing — Oliver  be  poor  as 
rushy  land — but  she  may  spin  it.     There's  no 
saying.' 

'  Say  yes,  father.' 

'Her's  a  red  spider  that  Taverner  won't 
try  to  sloke  away,'  chuckled  old  Nanspian. 
Then  he  continued  musing.  He  was  an  altered 
man  of  late,  not  ready  with  his  thoughts,  quick 
of  motion,  lively  of  tongue  as  before.  He  took 
time  to  come  to  a  decision,  and  drifted  in  his 
ideas  from  one  matter  to  another.  '  Things 
haven't  gone  quite  right  since  Blandina  died,  they 
haven't — though  I  don't  allow  that  to  others. 
I've  had  five  years  of  wool  heamed  (laid)  up. 
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I  said  I'd  not  sell  with  wool  so  low,  and  it  has 
been  sorry  down  ever  since,  and  now  it's  risen 
a  penny  and  I  tried  to  sell — the  worm  is  in  it 
and  the  staple  is  spoiled,  and  it  won't  fetch  any 
price.  Then  there  be  the  maidens.  They've 
let  the  thunder  get  into  the  milk  and  turn  it 
sour,  and  wasted  the  Lord  knows  how  much 
butter,  because  they  were  lazy  and  wouldn't 
leave  their  beds  in  time  at  ^wq  o'clock,  and 
make  before  the  sun  is  hot.  If  you'd  a  good 
wife,  herd  mend  all  that.  And  Honor  !  well, 
no  one  has  other  than  a  good  word  for  her. 
I'm  main  pleased  ivi'  your  choice,  Larry. 
Yes,  I  be.' 

'  Oh,  father  !  Thank  you  !  thank  you  ! ' 
'It's  not  for  me  to  go  into  the  maidens' 
room  and  rake  them  out  of  bed  at  half-past 
three  in  the  mornings.  I  put  it  to  you,  Larry. 
Folks  would  say  it  was  ondecent.  And  if  I 
don't,  the  butter  ain't  made,  the  thunder  gets  in 
the  pans,  and  I  lose  many  pounds.  I  reckoii 
Honor   Luxmore   would   do   that.     I've   been 
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racking  my  brains  as  you  rack  cider,  how  to  get 
over  the  difficulty,  and  it  was  ail  dark  before 
me,  but  now  I  see  daylight  at  last.  Honor 
will  rake  the  maids  out  o'  their  beds,  and  I 
needn't  interfere.  You'll  be  quick  about  it, 
won't  you,  Larry,  before  the  blazing  hot 
summer  weather  sets  in,  with  thunder  in  the 
air,  and  spoils  the  milk.' 

He  passed  his  hand  through  his  grey  hair. 
'  I  had  a  bell  put  up  in  their  bedroom,  and  a 
wire  brought  along  to  mine,  and  a  handle  nigh 
my  bed,  that  I  might  ring  them  up  in  the 
mornings  early.  It  cost  me  nigh  on  thirty 
shillings  did  that  bell.  The  hanger  had  to 
come  all  the  way  from  Tavistock,  and  it  took 
him  two  days  to  put  up,  and  there  were  a  lot  of 
cranks  to  it.  Well,  it  was  just  so  much  money 
thrown  away.  What  do  y'  think  the  maidens 
contrived  ?  Why,  they  stuffed  an  old  worsted 
stocking  into  the  bell  and  tied  it  round  the 
clapper;  I  might  pull  the  rope  as  if  I  were 
pealing  a  triple  bob  major,  and  not  a  sound 
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came  out  of  the  bell,  because  of  the  stockhiG:. 
Well,  I  wouldn't  go  into  the  maidens'  room 
and  see  what  was  the  matter,  and  so  I  sent  to 
Tavistock  for  the  bell-hanger  out  again,  and  he 
charged  me  three  shillings  for  himself,  and  half- 
a-crown  for  his  man,  and  ten  shillings  for  the 
hire  of  a  trap,  and  all  he  did  was  to  remove  the 
stocking.  Next  night  the  maidens  tied  up  the 
clapper  with  the  fellow  stocking.  If  Honor  were 
here  she'd  put  all  that  to  rights,  wouldn't  she  ?  ' 

'  I'm  sure  of  it,  father.' 

'  You  be  sharp  and  get  well,'  continued  the 
old  man,  '  then  we'll  have  it  all  over,  and  save 
pounds  of  butter.'  He  stood  up.  '  I  mustn't 
shake  hands  wi'  you,  Larry,  but  I'm  main 
pleased.  Honor's  good  through  and  through 
as  a  money-spinner  is  scarlet.' 

Larry  was  fain  to  smile,  in  spite  of  his 
pain.  This  was  hke  his  ftither.  The  old  man 
went  on  vehemently,  hotly  for  some  new  fancy, 
and  in  a  few  weeks  tired  of  it,  and  did  nothinsr 
more  about  it. 
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Next  day  Pliysick  the  lawyer  came,  and 
brought  the  mortgage  and  the  money.  The 
signatures  were  appended,  a  cross  for  Larry, 
and  the  money  received. 

'  Now,'  said  the  old  man,  '  I'd  like  you,  Mr. 
Physick,  to  go  over  to  Langford  and  pay  the 
sum  I  owe  to  my  brother-in-law.  I  can't  go 
myself.  He's  spoken  that  insolent  to  me,  and 
that  too  before  the  whole  of  Coryndon's  Charity, 
that  I  can  never  set  foot  over  his  drexil  (thres- 
hold) again.  So  I'd  wish  you  to  go  for  me, 
and  bring  me  my  note  of  hand  back  all  square.' 

'  I  will  go  as  well,'  said  Larry,  who  was 
up,  able  to  walk  about,  but  without  his  jacket, 
because  of  his  bandaged  bones  and  arm  strapped 
back. 

'  You  ! '  exclaimed  his  father.  '  Why  should 
you  go?' 

'  I  wish  it,'  answered  the  lad.  '  I'll  tell 
you  the  reason  after.' 

'  You'd  better  not  go  out  yet.' 

'Why  not?      Mr.   Physick  will  drive  me 
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there  and  back  in  liis  gig.  I  shall  not  be 
shaken.     The  gig  has  springs.' 

'  I  reckon  there's  a  certain  cottage  the 
rogue  will  want  to  get  out  at  on  the  way. 
Don't  let  him,  Mr.  Physick,  or  he  won't  be 
home  for  hours.' 

Although  the  gig  had  springs  Larry  suffered 
in  it,  and  was  glad  to  descend  with  Mr.  Physick 
at  Langford. 

Taverner  Langford  had  returned  home  but 
an  hour  before;  he  had  been  to  the  fair  at 
Holsworthy,  and  thence  had  gone  into  Bide- 
ford  about  a  contract  for  young  bullocks.  He 
had  just  finished  liis  dinner  of  bread  and  cheese, 
washed  down  with  water,  when  Mrs.  Veale 
opened  the  parlour  door,  and  without  a  word 
shoAved  in  Mr.  Physick  and  Larry. 

Langford  greeted  the  lawyer  with  a  nod. 
'  Please  to  take  a  chair.'  He  stared  at  Hillary 
with  surprise,  and  said  nothing  to  him. 

'  We've  come  to  pay  you  the  loan  you 
called  in,'  said  Physick. 
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'  Eight/  answered  Taverner,  '  I  was  expect- 
ing tlie  money,  thougli  why  ? — grapes  of  thorns 
and  figs  of  thistles  is  against  nature  as  well  as 
Scripture.'  Then  he  eyed  his  nephew  furtively. 
He  saw  that  he  was  looking  pale  .and  worn, 
that  his  arm  was  bandaged,  and  he  was  with- 
out a  jacket.  He  saw  that  the  lad  moved 
stiffly  when  he  walked.  '  You  may  sit  down,* 
he  said  gruffly.  Larry  took  the  back  of  an 
armchair  with  his  left  hand  and  drew  it  to 
him,  then  slowly  let  himself  down  into  it. 
All  his  movements,  and  the  twitching  of  the 
muscles  in  his  face,  showed  he  was  in  pain. 
His  uncle  watched  him  and  saw  this,  but  he 
asked  no  questions. 

When  the  money  had  been  counted,  and 
the  release  handed  over,  and  Physick  had  in- 
dulged in  some  desultory  talk,  and  disparage- 
ment of  water,  which  he  saw  that  Taverner 
was  drinking,  he  rose  to  leave.  Langford  was 
not  in  a  conversationable  mood,  his  dark  brows 
were  knit. 
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Then  Larry  stood  up,  and  came  towards 
the  table,  against  which  he  stayed  himself  with 
his  hand. 

'I  beg  your  pardon.  Uncle  Taverner,'  he 
said  in  a.,  voice  somewhat  tremulous,  whilst 
colour  came  into  and  spotted  his  brow.  '  I 
came  here,  though  I  thought  you  would  not 
care  to  see  me.' 

'  I  don't  mind  when  I  see  your  back,'  inter- 
rupted Langford  surlily,  'your  father  insulted 
me  grossly.' 

'  I  have  come.  Uncle  Taverner ' 

'  Ah !  I  suppose  your  father  has  sent  you. 
He  wants  to  patch  up  the  quarrel ;  you  may 
go  back  and  tell  him  it  is  too  late.  I  won't 
make  it  up.  It  is  of  no  use.  I  have  nothing 
to  lose  by  estrangement.  You  and  he  are  the 
losers,  and  that  to  a  heavy  amount,  as  you 
shall  learn  some  day.' 

'  I  have  not  come  with  any  message  from 
my  father.' 

'  You've    come   for    yourself,    have   you  ? 
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You  think  that  Langford  would  be  a  fine  farm 
for  the  growth  of  wild  oats?  You  shan't 
trv  it.' 

'  I  came  here  of  my  own  accord,'  said  the 
young  man.  'My  father  knows  nothing  of 
my  purpose.  I  have  come  to  tell  you  that  I 
am  very  sorry  for  what  I  did, — what  I  did,  I 
dare  say  you  have  not  heard,  as  you  have  been 
away.     You  shall  hear  from  me.' 

'What  have  you  done?  Some  foolery,  I 
warrant.' 

'  Yes,  uncle,  something  worse  than  foolery. 
The  night  you  were  away,  and  Avhen  we  did 
not  know  but  you  were  at  Langford,  there  was 
a  hare  hunt  before  your  doors.' 

'  What ! '  almost  screamed  the  old  man. 

Physick  was  unable  to  restrain  a  laugh. 

'  There  was  a  hare  hunt,  and  I  was  in  it. 
I  took  a  principal  part.  I  was  thrown  from 
my  horse,  and  picked  up  unconscious,  and  the 
thing  came  to  an  end,  it  went  no  further.  I  have 
been  badly  hurt.     I  might  have  been  killed.' 
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'  And  pray  how  came  that  about  ? '  asked 
the  old  man  quivering  with  anger.  '  A  hght 
from  heaven — struck  you  to  the  ground,  hke 
Saul  when  bieathing  out  threatenings  and 
slaughters  against  the  Elect?  And  now 
you're  a  converted  character,  eh  ?  and  so  think 
I'll  take  you  back  into  favour,  and  let  you 
have  Langford  ?  ' 

'No,  uncle.  L  do  not  know  quite  what  it 
was  threw  me  down.  Don't  think  me  mad  if 
I  say  it — but  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  old  Wellon 
rising  from  the  cairn  and  rushing  down  on  me, 
to  strike  me  to  the  earth.' 

Langford  looked  at  him  with  amazement. 

'I  tell  you  just  what  happened.  I  was 
riding  in  the  hunt — more  shame  to  me — and 
I  had  the  horn  to  my  lips,  and  was  just  by  the 
Gibbet  Hill,  when  my  piebald  stood  bolt  still, 
and  shivered  with  fear,  and  all  at  once  there 
came  a  yellow  light  out  of  the  barrow,  and  a 
great  black  figure  with  flapping  clothes  about 
it  and  I  remember  no  more.' 
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Langford  was  like  the  rest  of  his  class,  full 
of  belief  in  the  supernatural.  Larry  spoke 
with  such  earnestness  of  tone,  his  face  so  fully- 
expressed  his  conviction,  that  the  old  man  was 
awed. 

'I  have  broken  my  right  arm  and  collar- 
bone. I  have  suffered  a  great  deal,  I  have  not 
slept  for  three  nights,  and  this  is  the  first  day 
I  have  been  out  of  my  bedroom.  Uncle 
Taverner,  I  made  up  my  mind  the  very  first 
night,  that  I  Avould  come  to  you  directly  I  was 
able,  and  tell  you  that  I  am  ashamed  of  myself. 
When  the  fellows  were  carrying  me  away  on  a 
gate,  and  I  woke  up — then  I  knew  I  had  done 
wrong.  I  was  warned  beforehand  twice  to 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  hunt.  I  heard 
those  who  were  carrying  me  say  how  bad  I 
behaved  in  taking  part  in  the  game  against  my 
own  uncle.  There — uncle  !  I'm  very  sorry, 
and  I  hope  I'll  never  be  such  a  fool  and  so 
wicked  again.' 

Taverner's   lips    quivered,    whether    from 
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suppressed  rage,  or  from  a  rising  better  emo- 
tion, neither  Physick  nor  Larry  knew,  for  they 
left  the  room,  whilst  the  old  man  stared  after 
them  with  his  dark  brows  contracted  over  his 
keen,  twinkling  eyes,  and  he  sat  motionless, 
and  without  speaking. 

Larry  was  some  little  while  getting  into 
the  gig.  Mrs.  Veale  stood  on  the  doorsteps 
watching  him.  All  at  once  they  heard  a  cry 
from  the  inside  of  the  house  —a  cry,  whether 
of  terror,  or  rage,  or  pain,  could  not  be  told. 

'What  is  it?'  asked  Physick.  'What's 
the  matter  ? ' 

'  It's  master,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale  ;  '  something 
has  disagreed  with  him,  I  reckon.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXIX. 

A   BLOW. 

HoNOK  felt  like  one  who  has  looked  into  the 
lightning.  A  glimpse  of  surpassing  hght,  a. 
vision  into  a  heaven  of  fire,  Avas  succeeded  by 
darkness  and  numbness  of  mind. 

She  was  unable  for  some  while  to  recover 
her  mental  and  moral  balance.  The  joy  that 
had  wrapped  her  soul  as  in  flame  had  left  a 
pain  of  fire.  What  had  she  done  ?  What 
would  come  of  this  ?  Must  she  go  on  or  could 
she  step  back?  The  moment  when  Larry's 
lips  had  met  her  cheek,  and  his  words  of  love 
had  rushed  in  at  her  ear  and  boiled  through 
her  veins,  liad  been  one  in  which  her  self- 
control  had  deserted  her. 
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She  thought  over  and  over  what  had  taken 
place.  She  felt  his  grasp  of  her  hand,  his  arm 
about  her  neck,  the  pressure  of  his  lips.  What 
must  follow  on  this  ?  She  had  not  withdrawn 
herself  from  him  at  his  touch.  She  could  not 
have  done  so.  The  power  of  resistance  had 
left  her.  But  now,  as  her  clear  mind  arranged 
duties  and  weighed  them  against  passion,  she 
was  doubtful  what  to  do.  It  was  strange  for 
her  to  feel  need  of  advice,  to  be  forced  to  ask 
another  what  to  do,  yet  now  she  felt  that  she 
could  not  judge  for  herself;  but  she  also  knew 
of  no  one  who  could  advise  her.  There  was 
nothing  for  her  but  to  wait.  Her  simple  faith 
raised  her  soul  to  God,  and  she  prayed  for  a 
right  judgment.  She  would  leave  the  future  in 
His  hands  :  events  must  decide  her  course  for 
her.  Of  one  thing  she  was  clear  in  her  view  : 
her  duty  to  her  father  and  brothers  and  sisters 
— she  must  not  desert  them.  Whether  she  must 
wholly  surrender  her  happiness  for  them,  or 
whether  she  could  combine  her  duty  ^vith  her 
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inclination,  she  could  not  tell ;  that  Larry  and 
the  future  must  decide. 

She  waited  in  patience.  She  knew  that  he 
would  come  to  her  as  soon  as  he  could.  She 
heard  daily  from  Chimsworthy  how  he  was. 
Little  Joe  ran  up  and  inquired. 

She  saw  him  drive  by  with  Mr.  Physick. 
Whither  was  he  going  ?  To  Okehampton  ?  It 
was  not  the  shortest  road.  As  he  passed  the 
cottage  his  face  was  turned  towards  it,  and  she 
saw  his  eyes  looking  for  her,  but  the  gig  was 
not  arrested.  She  was  in  the  house,  and  had 
but  a  glimpse  of  him  through  the  open  door. 
Whether  lie  had  seen  lier  or  not  she  could  not 
tell. 

Presently  he  returned.  He  must  have  been 
to  Langford.  She  stood  in  the  doorway,  and 
their  eyes  met.  He  did  not  stay  the  horse  ;  he 
could  not.  He  sat  beside  the  lawyer,  who  was 
drivinoj,  and  the  broken  rii2[ht  arm  was  near  the 
reins.  Physick  was  between  him  and  Honor ; 
but  Larry  turned  his  head  and  looked  at  her 
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as  the  trap  went  by.  How  pale  and  thin  he 
seemed  !  What  marks  of  suffering  were  on  his 
face !  The  tears  of  pity  came  into  Honor's 
eyes. 

'  He  will  come  and  see  me  soon,'  she  said  to 
herself.  '  May  I  have  my  strength  to  do  what 
is  right.'     Then  she  seated  herself  at  her  work. 

Kate  was  in  the  house,  lively  as  a  finch. 
Honor  was  always  reserved ;  she  was  now  more 
silent  than  usual.  Kate's  humour  was  unusually 
lively.  Her  tongue  moved  as  nimbly  as  her 
feet  and  fingers,  her  conversation  sparkled,  and 
her  tones  danced  like  her  eyes.  When  she  was 
not  talking  she  was  singing.  She  made  her 
jokes  and  laughed  over  them  herself,  as  Honor 
was  in  no  laughing  mood. 

Oddly  enough,  Sam  Voaden  was  daily  in 
the  lane.  He  came  round  by  the  cottage  from 
Swaddledown  to  ask  at  Chimsworthy  after 
Larry  ;  he  made  two  miles  out  of  a  journey 
that  need  not  have  been  three-quarters  across 
the  fields.  When  Sam  went  by  he  whistled 
YOL.  II.  M 
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very  loud,  and  then  Kate  found  that  the  pitcher 
was  empty  and  needed  replenishing  at  the 
well ;  on  such  occasions,  moreover,  the  pitcher 
took  a  long  time  filling.  Kate  made  no  secret 
of  her  heart's  affairs  to  her  sister.  It  was  in 
her  nature  to  talk,  and  a  girl  in  love  likes  no- 
thing better,  when  not  with  her  lover,  than  to 
talk  about  him. 

Honor  put  away  her  needlework  and  got 
the  supper-table  ready,  and  whilst  she  was 
putting  the  cold  pasty  on  the  table  her  father 
walked  in.  He  was  going  next  day  to  Tavis- 
tock, and  had  been  round  for  commissions. 

He  was  out  of  spirits,  did  not  say  much, 
wiped  his  face  with  his  sleeve,  and  complained 
of  the  weather — it  was  sultry,  he  was  tired. 
Some  of  his  customers  had  been  exacting  and 
had  worried  him.  '  The  pasty  is  heavy ;  it  goes 
against  me,'  he  grumbled.  '  All  well  for  young 
appetites.' 

'  Shall  I  do  you  a  bit  of  bacon,  father  ? ' 
asked  Honor. 
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'  Eicli  that,'  lie  said  discontentedly.  '  I'm 
fanciful  in  my  eating.  I  can't  help  it ;  I'm 
too  poor  to  have  what  would  suit  me.  It  is  in 
my  constitution.  Those  who  have  the  consti- 
tutions of  gentlefolk  want  the  food  of  gentle- 
folk.' He  took  a  little  piece  of  pasty,  but 
pushed  it  away.  '  It  makes  my  throat  rise  ; 
look  at  that  great  hunch  of  suet  in  it,  like  a 
horse- tooth  (quartz  spar)  in  granite.  I  can't  eat 
anything  ;  you  may  clear  away.' 

Actually  Ohver  Luxmore  had  eaten  supper 
at  one  of  the  farms  ;  that  Avas  why  he  had  now 
no  appetite  ;  but  he  inade  occasion  of  his  having 
no  rehsh  for  his  food  to  grumble  and  make 
Honor  uncomfortable. 

'  The  fog  was  a  hunting  this  morning,  so 
we've  had  a  fine  day  for  going  nowhere,  and  it's 
gone  a  fishing  this  evening,  to  let  me  under- 
stand it  will  rain  to-morrow  when  I  go  into 
Tavistock.  It  is  always  so.  Eain  on  market 
days  to  spoil  my  custom  and  run  aAvay  with 
profits.' 

M  2 
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In  explanation  of  his  words,  it  is  necessary 
to  say  that,  when  the  white  fog  mounts  the 
hills  it  is  said  to  go  hunting,  when  it  lies  along 
the  rivers  it  is  said  to  be  fishing,  and  tliese 
conditions  of  fog  are  weather  indications. 

'  I  don't  know  what  you  call  that,'  said 
Oliver,  pointing  with  his  fork  to  a  piece  of 
meat  in  the  pasty.  '  It  looks  to  me  as  if  it 
were  a  goat  caterpillar  got  in.  I  suppose  you 
found  it  crawling  across  the  lane  from  one  of 
the  willow  trees,  and,  because  we're  poor  and 
can't  afford  meat,  stuck  it  in.' 

'  Father,  it  is  wholesome  ;  it  is  nothing 
but  a  bit  of  pig-crackling.  You  know  we 
were  given  a  piece  of  young  pork  by  Mrs. 
Voaden,  the  other  day.' 

Then  Oliver  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  Honor 
started  back  in  surprise. 

Without  a  word  of  sakitation,  with  white 
face,  and  glaring  eyes,  with  hand  extended  and 
shaking,  Taverner  Langford  came  in  at  the 
door. 
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'  There  !  there  ! '  he  said,  in  a  voice  raised 
almost  to  a  scream.  '  This  is  what  comes  of 
doing  a  favour.     Now  I  am  punished.' 

'  What  is  the  matter,  Mr.  Langford  ?  '  asked 
the  carrier  deferentially. 

'What  is  the  matter?  Everything  is  the 
matter,'  he  cried.  He  tm^ned  to  Honor  :  '  It 
is  your  doing,  yours,  yours.' 

'  What  have  I  done  ?  '  she  asked,  with  com- 
posure. 

'  You  asked  me  to  take  him  in  ;  the  scoun- 
drel, the  rogue.' 

'  You  cannot  mean  my  brother  Charles,' 
said  Honor,  with  dignity ;  '  or  you  would  -not 
speak  thus  under  our  roof  to  his  father  and 
sisters.' 

'  Oh  no,  of  course  not,  you  don't  like  to 
hear  it ;  but  that  is  what  he  is.' 

'  What  has  Charles  done  ?  '  asked  Oliver  in 
alarm. 

'  Eobbed  me  ! '  shrieked  Tavern er,  with 
his  whole  body  quivering,  and  with  vehement 
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action  of  his  hands.  'Eobbed  me,  and  rmi 
away  with  my  money.' 

He  gasped  for  breath,  his  eyes  glared,  the 
sweat  ran  off  his  brow.  He  was  without  his 
hat,  he  had  run  bareheaded  from  Langford, 
and  his  grizzled  hair  was  disordered. 

'  He  has  robbed  me  of  nigh  on  a  thousand 
pounds,  and  he  has  gone  away  with  the  money. 
He  took  occasion  of  my  being  from  home  ; 
he  has  taken  all — all — all  I  had  laid  by.  I 
thought  no  one  knew  where  was  my  bank. 
He  must  have  watched  me  ;  he  found  out  ;  he 
has  taken  the  box  and  all  its  contents.' 

'Charles  could  not,  would  not,  do  such  a 
thing,'  said  Honor,  w^ith  heaving  bosom  ;  she 
was  more  angry  at  the  charge  than  alarmed. 

'Could  not!  would  not!  Where  is  he 
now  ?  ' 

'  I  do  not  know.  We  have  not  seen  him 
for  several  days.' 

'  He  has  not  been  seen  at  Langford 
either.     As  soon  as  I  Avas  off  to  Holsworthy  he 
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bolted.  He  knew  he  would  have  three  days 
clear,  perhaps  more,  for  getting  away  with  the 
money.' 

'  It  is  impossible,'  said  Honor.  '  Charles 
may  be  idle,  but  he  is  not  wicked.' 

'He  has  robbed  me,'  repeated  Taverner 
vehemently.  '  Do  you  want  proof  ?  The  five 
pound  note.' 

Honor  shuddered ;  she  had  forgotten  that. 

'  Do  you  remember,  Luxmore,  you  paid  me 
a  note  of  the  Exeter  and  Plymouth  Bank  ?  Do 
you  remember  that  I  took  the  number  ?  ' 

OHver  looked  helplessly  about  the  room, 
from  Langford  to  Honor  and  Kate. 

'  I  ask  you,  whence  you  got  that  note  ? 
Come,  answer  me  that  ?  You,  Luxmore,  who 
gave  you  that  note  ?  ' 

'  Charles,'  moaned  the  carrier,  and  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands,  as  he  threw  himself 
into  a  chair, 

'  I  thought  as  much.  Let  me  tell  you  that 
that  note  had  been  abstracted  from  my  boXr 
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I  had  the  hst  of  all  the  notes  in  it,  but  I  did 
not  go  over  them  till  I  found  that  I  had  been 
robbed.  Here  is  the  note.  I  did  not  restore 
it  to  the  box.  I  kept  it  in  my  pocket-book. 
I  can  swear — I  have  my  entries  to  prove  it — 
that  it  had  been  stolen  from  me.  When  I 
found  Charles  was  gone,  I  thought  it  must  have 
been  he  who  had  robbed  me.  When  I  saw 
the  number  of  the  note  agreed  with  one  I  had 
put  into  the  box  a  month  ago,  then  I  knew  it 
must  be  he.  You  brought  me  the  note,  and  he 
is  your  son.' 

Kate  burst  into  tears  and  wrung  her  hands. 

Honor  saw  the  faces  of  the  children 
frightened,  inclined  for  tears ;  she  sent  them  all 
upstairs  to  their  bedrooms. 

Oliver  sat  at  the  table  with  his  forehead  in 
his  hands,  and  his  fingers  in  his  hair. 

None  spoke.  Langford  looked  at  the 
carrier,  then  at  Honor.  Kate  threw  herself 
into  the  chair  by  the  window  and  wept  aloud. 
Honor  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  with 
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lier  head  bent ;  she  was  deadly  pale,  she  dared 
not  raise  her  eyes. 

'  What  will  you  do  ?  '  she  asked  in  a  low 
tone. 

'  Do  ! '  exclaimed  Taverner ;  'Oh,  that  is 
soon  answered.  I  send  at  once  to  Tavistock, 
Launceston,  and  Okehampton,  and  communi- 
cate with  the  proper  authorities  and  have  him 
arrested.  There  are  magistrates,  and  con- 
stables, and  laws,  and  prisons  in  England,  for 
the  detention  and  chastisement  of  thieves  and 
burglars.' 

Oliver  moaned.  'I  cannot  bear  the  dis- 
grace.    I  shall  drown  myself.' 

'  What  will  that  avail  ? '  sneered  Langford. 
'  Will  it  save  my  thousand  pounds  ?  Will  it 
save  Charles  from  transportation  ?  It  is  a  pity 
that  there  is  no  more  hanging  for  robbery,  or 
Wellon's  mound  would  be  handy,  and  the  old 
gibbet  beam  in  my  barn  would  serve  once  more.' 

The  words  were  cruel.  Honor's  teeth 
clenched  and  her  hands  closed  convulsively. 
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Then  Oliver  Luxmore  withdrew  his  hands 
from  his  face,  dragged  himself  towards  Lang- 
ford,  and  threw  himself  on  the  ground  at  his 
feet. 

'  Have  pity  on  him,  on  me,  on  us  all.  The 
shame  will  kill  us,  brand  us.  It  will  kill  me, 
it  will  stain  my  name,  my  children,  for  ever.' 

'  Get  up,'  said  Langford,  roughly.  '  I'm  not 
to  be  moved  by  men's  tears.' 

But  Ohver  was  deaf;  his  great  absorbing 
agony  momentarily  gave  dignity  to  his  feeble 
pitiful  character,  to  him  even  crouching  on 
the  slate  floor. 

'  Spare  us  the  dishonour,'  he  pleaded.  '  I 
cannot  bear  it ;  this  one  thing  I  cannot.  Lux- 
more — thief — convict ! '  He  passed  his  hand 
over  his  brow  and  raised  his  eyes ;  they  were 
blank.  'Luxmore,  of  Coombe  Park — Lux- 
more  I  Take  care ! '  his  voice  became  shrill. 
'  Dishonour  I  cannot  bear.  Take  care  lest  you 
drive  me  desperate.  Eather  let  us  all  die,  I, 
Honor,  Kate,  and  the  little  ones,  and  end  the 
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■  name,  than  that  it  should  hve  on  stained.'  He 
tried  to  rise,  but  his  knees  shook  and  gave  way 
under  him. 

'  You  may  sell  all  I  have.  Take  the  van, 
everything.  We  cannot  find  you  a  thousand 
pounds.  We  will  all  work  as  slaves — only — 
spare  us  the  dishonour  !  spare  us  this ! ' 

Kate  came  up  and  cast  herself  at  her 
father's  side  and  raised  her  streaming  eyes. 

'Well,'  said  Taverner,  turning  to  Honor, 
'  do  you  alone  not  join  ?     Are  you  too  proud? ' 

'  Mr.  Langford,'  she  answered,  with  emotion, 
'you  are  too  hard.  I  pray  to  God,  who  is 
merciful.' 

'  You  are  proud !  You  are  proud  ! '  he  said, 
scowling.  '  You,  Oliver  Luxmore  !  you,  Kate ! 
do  not  kneel  to  me.  Go,  turn  to  her.  The 
fate  of  Charles,  the  lionour  of  your  name, 
your  happiness,  that  of  your  children,  rest  with 
her — with  her ! ' 

He  looked  at  her. 

She   did   not    speak ;    she    understood   his 
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meaning.  A  pang  as  of  a  sword  went  through 
her  soul.  She  raised  her  clenched  hands  and 
put  them  to  her  mouth,  and  pressed  the  knuckles 
against  her  teeth.  In  the  agony  of  that  mo- 
ment she  was  near  screaming. 

'  There ! '  said  Langford,  pointmg  to  her. 
'  Look  how  haughty  she  is.  But  she  must  bend. 
Entreat  her,  or  command  her,  as  you  will. 
With  her  the  issue  lies.  I  will  wait  till  to- 
morrow at  ten,  and  take  no  steps  for  the  cap- 
ture of  Charles.  If  before  that  hour  I  have 
yes,  it  is  w^ell.  I  pay  a  thousand  pounds  for 
that  yes.  I  shall  be  content.  If  not,  then — ' 
he  did  not  finish  the  sentence ;  he  w^ent  out  at 
the  door. 

Then  only  did  Honor  give  way.  She  saw 
as  it  were  a  cloud  of  blue  smoke  rising  round 
her.  She  held  out  her  hands,  grasping,  but 
catchino;  nothins^,  and  fell  on  the  floor  insen- 
sible. 
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Honor  could  not  rest  iu  lier  bed  that  night. 
Oliver  Liixmore  in  the  adjoining  room  groaned 
and  sighed,  he  was  sleepless.  Kate,  who  shared 
her  bed,  was  awake  and  tossed  from  side  to 
side.  Poor  Kate  knew  that  the  disgrace  w^ould 
separate  her  from  Sam.  She  was  too  generous 
to  urge  her  sister  to  make  the  costly  sacrifice. 
Oliver  felt  that  words  would  be  unavailing,  the 
matter  must  be  left  to  Honor  ;  his  best  advocate 
was  in  her  own  conscience.  The  resolution 
one  way  or  the  other  must  be  come  to  by 
Honor  unresisted,  unswayed.  She  lay  still  in 
her  bed,  but  Kate  knew  she  did  not  sleep. 
She  lay  with  her  hands  clasped  as  in  prayer  on 
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her  heaving  bosom.  Her  eyes  were  on  the 
little  latticed  Avindow,  and  on  a  moth  dancing 
dreamily  up  and  down  the  panes,  a  large  black 
moth  that  made  the  little  diamonds  of  glass 
click  at  the  stroke  of  its  wings.  Her  hair 
over  her  brow  was  curled  with  the  heat  of  her 
brain,  the  lioht  short  hair  that  would  not  be 
brushed  back  and  lie  witli  the  copper-gold 
strands.  Great  drops  rolled  off  her  forehead 
upon  the  pillow.  Afterwards,  Kate  felt  that 
the  cover  was  wet,  and  thought  it  was  with 
Honor's  tears,  but  she  was  not  crying.  Her 
eyes  were  dry  and  burning,  but  the  moisture 
poured  off  her  brow.  Her  feet  were  like  ice. 
She  might  have  been  dead,  she  lay  so  still. 
Kate  hardly  heard  her  breathe.  She  held  her 
breath  and  listened  once,  as  she  feared  Honor 
was  in  a  swoon.  She  did  not  speak  to  her 
sister.  An  indefinable  consciousness  that  Honor 
must  not  be  disturbed,  must  be  left  alone,  re- 
strained her.  Once  she  stole  her  hand  under 
the  bedclothes  round  her  sister,  and  laid  it  on 
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her  heart.  Then  she  knew  for  certain  what  a 
raging  storm  was  awake  in  that  still,  hardly- 
breathing  form. 

That  touch,  unattended  by  word,  was  more 
than  Honor  could  bear.  She  said  nothing,  but 
stole  from  bed,  and  put  on  some  of  her  clothes. 
Kate  watched  her  through  her  half-closed  lids, 
and  dared  not  speak  or  otherwise  interfere. 
Honor  went  softly,  barefooted  down  the  stairs, 
that  creaked  beneath  her  tread.  Her  father 
heard  the  step.  He  knew  whose  it  was.  He 
also  would  not  interfere.  It  was  best  for  all — 
for  Kate,  for  Charles,  for  himself,  for  Joe,  and 
Pattie,  and  Willie,  and  Martha,  and  Charity, 
and  little  Temperance — that  Honor  should  be 
wholly  undisturbed. 

The  girl  unfastened  the  back  door,  took  up 
the  little  bench,  cast  a  potato-sack  over  her 
head,  and  went  forth,  shutting  the  door  gently 
behind  her. 

She  carried  the  seat  under  the  hedge  in  the 
paddock,  where  she  had  watched  with  Larry, 


176  RED  SPIDER 

and  placed  herself  on  it,  then  rested  her  elbow 
on  her  knee,  and  her  head  in  her  hand.  Her 
feet  were  bare,  dipped  in  the  dewy  grass ;  a 
seeded  dandehon,  stirred  by  them,  shed  its  ripe 
down  over  them.  She  thrust  the  sack  from 
her  head.  She  could  not  endure  the  weight 
and  the  heat,  and  laid  it  across  her  shoulders; 
from  them  it  slipped  unheeded.  Her  arms 
were  bare  from  the  elbow.  The  cold  night 
wind  stroked  the  arm  that  stayed  up  her 
scorched  brain.  She  had  prayed  that  God 
would  guide  her,  and  the  guidance  had  led 
into  a  way  of  sorrows.  '  It  is  expedient  that 
one  man  should  die  for  the  people,'  those  words 
of  the  High  Priest  recurred  to  Honor,  and  she 
thought  how  that  He  to  whom  they  referred 
had  accepted  the  decision.  She  would  have 
died — died  !  0  how  willingly,  how  eagerly ! — 
for  the  dear  ones  under  the  thatched  roof;  she 
would  have  leaped  into  fire,  not  for  all,  but  for 
any  one  of  them,  for  little  Temperance,  for  dear 
Charity,   for   Martha,   for  Willie,  for   darling 
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Pattie,  for  good,  true  Joe,  for  Kate,  for  her 
father  of  course — yes,  even  for  Charles — but 
this  that  was  demanded  of  her  was  worse  than 
a  brief  spasm  of  pain  in  fire  ;  it  was  a  hfelong 
martyrdom,  a  sacrifice  infinitely  more  dreadful 
than  of  life.  The  thrushes  were  singing.  There 
was  no  night  in  the  midst  of  June,  and  the 
birds  did  without  sleep,  or  slept  in  the  glare  of 
midday,.  The  only  night  was  within  the  girl's 
soul.  There  was  no  singing  or  piping  there, 
but  the  groaning  of  a  crushed  spirit. 

She  started.  She  was  touched.  She  put 
out  her  hand  and  sighed.  The  horse  that 
Langford  had  let  them  have  was  in  the  pad- 
dock ;  it  had  become  much  attached  to  Honor, 
and  the  beast  had  come  over  to  her,  un- 
perceived,  and  was  resting  his  head  on  her 
shoulder  and  rubbing  it  against  her  ear  and 
cheek.  She  stroked  the  nose  of  the  beast  with 
her  left  hand  without  altering  her  position, 
mechanically,  and  without  much  diversion  of 
her  thoughts.  When  poor  Diamond  was  dying 
VOL.  II.  N 
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ia  the  gravel  pit,  Honor  had  sat  by  him  and 
caressed  him ;  now  Diamond's  successor  had 
come  to  comfort  Honor,  as  best  he  could,  when 
her  girlhood  was  dying  in  anguish,  passing  into 
a  womanhood  of  sorrow. 

Chink!  chink!  chink!  a  finch  was  perched 
on  the  topmost  twig-  of  an  alder  that  swayed 
under  its  light  weight  in  the  wind,  repeating 
its  monotonous  cry,  chink  !  chink  !  chink  ! 

The  cold  about  Honor's  feet  became 
stronger,  the  dew  looked  whiter,  as  if  it  were 
passing  into  frost,  the  breath  of  the  horse  was 
as  steam.  High,  far  aloft,  in  the  dusky  sky 
some  large  bird  was  winging  its  w^ay  from  sea 
to  sea,  from  the  Atlantic  boisterous  barren 
coast  about  Bude,  to  the  summer,  luxuriant 
bays  of  the  Channel.  What  bird  it  was  Honor 
could  not  tell.  She  would  not  have  seen  it  but 
that  the  winking  of  its  wings  as  they  caught  the 
hght  from  the  nortli  attracted  her  attention. 
Strange  as  it  may  seem,  though  engrossed  in 
her    own    sorrows,   she   watched   the   flap   of 


YES!  179 

the  wings  till  they  passed  beyond  range  of 
vision. 

Kot  a  cloud  was  in  the  sky.  The  stars 
were  but  dimly  seen  in  the  silvery  haze  of 
summer  tw^hght.  One  glowworm  in  the  hedge 
opposite  her  shone  brighter  than  any  star,  for 
it  shone  out  of  darkness  deeper  than  the  depths 
of  heaven. 

One  long  leaf  near  Honor  was  as  if  it  had 
been  varnished,  wet  with  dew,  and  as  the  dew 
gathered  on  it,  it  stooped  and  the  moisture  ran 
to  the  lanceate  end,  bowing  it  further,  and 
forming  a  clear  drop  ;  tlien  the  drop  fell,  and 
the  leaf  with  a  dancing  rebound  recovered  its 
first  position.  Honor's  eye  rested  on  the  leaf ; 
as  the  dew  formed  on  it,  and  bent  it  down,  so 
were  tears  forming  on  her  soul  and  bowing  it. 
The  leaf  shook  off  the  drop  ;  would  her  spirit 
ever  recover  .^ 

What  wondrous  sounds  are  heard  at  night  I 
How  mysterious,  how  undiscoverable  in  origin  I 
It  seemed  to  Honor  less  still  in  the  meadow, 
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under  the  thorn  hedge,  than  in  the  cottage. 
Insect  Hfe  was  stirring  all  about ;  the  spiders 
were  spinning,  moths  flitting,  leaves  rustling, 
birds  piping,  the  wind  playing  among  the 
thorns ;  the  field  mice  were  running,  and  the 
night  birds  watching  for  them  on  wing. 

All  was  cool,  all  but  Honor's  head.  What- 
ever sounds'were  heard  were  pleasant,  whatever 
movement  was  soothing.  Through  all  the 
intricate  life  that  stirred  there  ran  a  breath  of 
peace — only  not  over  the  heaving  soul  of 
Honor. 

Poor  Larry  !  Honor's  thoughts  were  less 
of  herself  than  of  others.  She  was  sure  to  the 
ground  of  her  heart  that  he  loved  her.  She 
knew,  without  riddling  out  the  why  and  how, 
that  she  could  have  made  him  happy  and  good 
at  once.  There  was  sterhng  gold  in  him  ;  the 
fire  would  purge  away  the  dross.  As  in  the 
cocoon  there  is  an  outer  shell  of  worthless  web 
which  must  be  torn  away  before  the  golden 
thread  is  discovered,  so  was  it  with  him ;  the 
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outer  husk  of  vanity  and  idleness  and  incon- 
siderateness  was  coming  away,  and  now  all  that 
was  needed  was  a  tender  hand  to  find  and  take 
hold  of  the  end  of  the  thread  and  spin  off  the 
precious  fibre.  Another  hand,  rough  and  heed- 
less, might  break  and  confuse  and  ruin  it. 

But,  though  she  knew  she  could  have  made 
Larry's  life  right  and  orderly,  yet  she  would 
not  undertake  to  do  so  unless  she  saw  the  other 
lives  committed  to  her  trust  cared  for  and 
safe. 

Above  all,  high  as  the  highest  star,  in  her 
pure  soul  shone  the  duty  imposed  on  her  by 
her  mother.  If  she  could  not  combine  her 
duty  to  the  dear  ones  under  the  brown  thatch 
with  the  charge  of  Larry's  destiny,  she  would 
not  undertake  the  latter. 

And  now,  most  horrible  gall  to  her  womanly 
mind,  came  the  knowledge  that  she — she  whom 
Larry  loved  and  looked  up  to — she,  she  who 
loved  the  careless  lad,  even  she  must  step  in 
between  him  and  his  uncle's  property,  that  she 
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was  chosen  by  old  Langford  as  the  weapon  of 
his  revenge  on  the  Nanspians. 

The  Langford  estate  must  descend  to  Larry 
should  his  uncle  die  childless,  and  she 

Her  breath  came  in  a  gasp.  She  tore  up 
the  cold  dockleaves  and  pressed  them  to  her 
brow  to  cool  the  burning  there,  to  take  the 
sting  out  of  her  nettled  brain. 

There  was  no  rest  for  Honor  anywhere,  in 
the  meadow  or  in  her  bed — no  rest  for  her 
evermore. 

She  rose  and  went  back  to  the  house,  but 
when  she  reached  the  door,  true  to  her  regular 
habits,  remembered  that  she  had  left  the  sack 
and  the  bench  in  the  field,  and  went  back, 
fetched  them,  and  put  each  in  its  proper  place. 
Nothing  was  ever  left  littering  about  by 
Honor.  If  she  had  been  dying  and  had  seen  a 
chip  on  the  floor,  she  would  have  striven  to  rise 
and  remove  it. 

In  the  morning  the  carrier  and  his  two 
eldest   daughters    looked    hnggard    and   pale. 
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The  children  seemed  aware  of  trouble.  Joe 
was  attentive  and  helped  to  quiet  and  amuse 
the  youngest,  and  watched  his  father,  but 
especially  Honor,  to  read  Avhat  was  menaced  in 
their  faces.  He  had  not  been  at  home  when 
Langford  came,  and  his  sister  Pattie  could  give 
him  but  the  vaguest  idea  of  what  had  occurred. 
All  she  knew  was  that  it  was  a  trouble  con- 
nected with  Charles,  who  had  run  away.  The 
carrier  had  to  be  ready  early  to  start  for 
Tavistock  market.  Honor  and  Kate  prepared 
breakfast  for  him  and  the  children,  witliout  a 
word  passing  between  them  on  what  was  upper- 
most in  their  minds.  As  they  were  eating,  the 
Ashbury  postboy  passed  down  the  lane  and 
called  at  the  steps. 

The  carrier  went  out. 

'  A  letter  for  you.' 

Oliver  took  and  paid  for  it,  then  brought  it 
in  and  opened  it  slowly  with  shaking  fingers. 
He,  Honor,  Kate  knew  that  it  must  have  refer- 
ence to  their  trouble.      It  was  in  the  hand- 


1 84  RED  SPIDER 

writing  of  Charles  ;  it  bore  the  Plymouth  post- 
mark. The  carrier  spread  it  on  his  plate  ;  he 
did  not  read  it  aloud  because  Joe  and  the  other 
children  were  present ;  but  Honor  and  Kate 
stood  behind  him  and  read  over  his  shoulder 
without  uttering  a  word. 

This  was  the  letter  : — 

'  Dear  Father, — I  take  my  pen  in  hand, 
hopping  this  finds  you  has  it  leafs  me,  with  a 
bad  running  at  the  noaz,  and  a  shockin  corf, 
gripes  orful  in  my  innerds,  and  hakes  all  over 
me.  I  dersay  you've  card  what  I  gone  and 
done,  don't  judge  me  harshly,  I  couldn't  do 
otherwise,  and  I'm  not  so  bad  to  blame  as  you 
may  suppoge.  I  didn't  intend  delibberat  to  do 
't,  but  I  did  it  off-hand  so  to  speke.  Wot's  dun 
can't  be  undun.  It's  no  use  crying  over  spilt 
milk.  Wot  can't  be  kured  must  be  undured. 
That's  wot  Mrs.  Yeale  would  say,  and  her's  a 
bad  un.  I  ketched  a  cold  with  getting  wet 
running  away,  but  I  shall  be  all  rite  soon, 
please  God  when  I'm  away  on  the  i  seez.     I'm 
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goin  to  Ameri'kay  which  is  the  place  to  which 
the  flour  of  the  British  aristokracy  go  when  its 
ockerd  or  embarassing  at  ome.  As  it  is  ockerd 
and  embarassing  to  me,  I'm  orf,  and  I  hope  with 
the  Almighty's  aid  to  do  well  in  the  new  whirld, 
wheer  I  intend  to  found  a  new  Coom  Park,  to 
which  I  shall  invite  you  all  to  come,  when  I 
can  drive  you  about  in  a  carridge  and  pare.  I 
want  to  know  how  it  is  with  Larry,  whether 
he  be  alive  or  dead.  I  came  away  in  such  aste 
I  couldn't  stay  to  know,  but  I'm  very  desiring 
to  know.  Don't  rite  to  me  by  my  proper  name, 
there  may  be  disagreeables  in  my  wereabout 
being  knone,  so  direct  to  Mr.  Charles,  poast 
resteny,  Plymouth. — From  your  loving  sun, 
'  Charles  Luxmohe.' 

of  Ooom  Park,  Esquire. 

P.S. — Doan't  say  nothink  to  nobody  of  were 
I  be,  wotever  you  do,  and  kiss  the  kids  for  me. 
Poast  anser  at  Tavistock  or  Lanson. 

Oliver  Luxmore  refolded  the  letter,  and  put 
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it  away  in  his  pocket  without  a  word.  Neither 
Honor  nor  Kate  spoke  or  looked  at  each  other. 
It  was  too  clear  to  all  that  Charles  was  guilty. 
The  last  doubt  of  his  guilt  disappeared. 

Oliver  went  about  the  horse  and  van. 
Honor  did  not  fail  to  observe  the  change 
effected  in  him  by  one  night.  He  seemed 
older  by  ten  years — to  have  tumbled  down 
the  decline  of  life,  and  been  shaken  by  the  falL 
His  clothes  did  not  appear  to  fit  him,  his  walk 
was  unsteady,  his  hand  shook,  his  eye  wan- 
dered, his  hair  had  a  greyer  tinge,  and  was 
lank  and  moist.  Joe  ran  to  help  in  the  har- 
nessing of  the  horse.  His  father  was  trying  to 
force  on  the  collar  without  turning  it.  He  put 
on  the  saddle  wrong,  and  fastened  the  wrong 
buckles.  The  boy  corrected  his  father's 
errors.  Then  the  man  brought  the  van  into 
the  lane,  and  stood  with  his  hand  to  his  fore- 
head. 

'  I've  forgotten  'em  all,'  he  said.  '  Whatever 
were  the   commissions   I  don't   know.'      The 
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whip  was  shaking  in  his  hand  as  a  withy 
by  a  waterbrook.  'I  shouldn't  wonder  if  I 
never  came  back,'  he  said,  then  looked  up 
the  steps  at  Honor.  It  was  the  first  time  he 
had  met  her  eye  since  Taverner  Langford  had 
left  the  house.  '  I  shan't  know  what  is  to  be 
till  I  come  home,'  he  muttered.  '  The  cuckoo- 
clock  has  just  called  seven,  and  it  is  three  hours 
to  ten.  I  think  my  heart  will  die  within  me  at 
Tavistock.  I  shan't  be  home  till  night.  How- 
ever I  shall  bear  it  and  remember  my  com- 
missions I  do  not  know.  Joe  shall  come  with 
me.  I  can't  think.  I  can't  drive.  I  can  do 
nothing.' 

Then  Honor  came  doAvn  the  steps  with  her 
scarlet  cloak  about  her  shoulders,  and  her 
red  stockings  on  her  feet,  slowly,  looking 
deadly  pale,  and  with  dark  rings  about  her 
eyes. 

'  Where  are  you  going  ?  '  asked  the  carrier, 
'  not  coming  with  me  to  Tavistock  ?  ' 
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She  shook  her  head. 

'Are  you — are  you  going  to — to  Lang- 
ford  ?  '  he  asked.  '  To  say  what  ? ' — he  held 
his  breath. 

'Yes!' 
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THE     NEW     MISTRESS. 

'  Halloo  !  Avhere  be  you  off  to,  Eed  Spider  ?  ' 
asked  Farmer  Nanspian,  who  was  on  Broad- 
bury,  when  he  saw  Honor  Luxmore  in  her 
scarlet  cloak  coming  over  the  down.  '  Stay, 
stay ! '  he  said,  and  put  his  hand  to  her 
chin  to  raise  her  face.  'You  never  come 
Chimsworthy  road — leastways,  you  haven't  yet. 
— Where  be  you  going  to  now  ?  ' 

'  To  Langford,  sir.' 

'  To  Langford,  eh  ?  '  his  face  clouded.  '  I 
didn't  think  you  was  on  good  terms  with  ]\Ir. 
Langford.  Take  care — take  care !  I  won't 
have  he  sloke  away  this  Eed  Spider  from 
Chimsworthy.'     Then  he  nodded    smiled,  and 
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went  on.  He  little  knew,  he  had  no  suspicion, 
that  '\vhat  he  hinted  at  was  really  menaced. 

Honor  went  on  to  the  old,  lonely  house, 
and  asked  to  speak  to  Mr.  Langford.  She  was 
shown  into  his  parlour.  Taverner  was  about 
the  farm.  She  had  some  minutes  to  wait,  and 
nerve  herself  for  the  interview,  before  he  arrived. 

'  Well,'  said  he  when  he  came  in,  '  you  are 
in  good  time.  You  have  brought  me  the 
answer.' 

'  Yes,'  she  replied,  looking  down. 

'  Do  I  take  that  Yes  as  a  reply  to  this 
question  or  to  that  I  made  yesterday  ?  ' 

'  To  both.' 

'  There's  not  another  woman  in  all  England 
to  whom  I'd  have  behaved  as  I  have  to  you.' 

'  I  hope  not,  sir ! ' 

'  I  mean,'  said  Langford,  knitting  his  brows, 
and  reddening,  '  I  mean,  I  would  not  have 
foregone  a  thousand  pounds  for  any  other.  I 
would  not  have  spared  the  man  who  had  robbed 
me  for  any  other  woman's  sake.' 
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'  I  have  come  here,'  she  said,  '  myself, 
instead  of  sending  a  message,  because  I  wished 
to  speak  with  you,  in  private.' 

'  There  is  no  one  here  to  overhear  you. 
I  have  stopped  up  the  keyhole ;  Mrs.  Veale 
listened,  she  can  catch  nothing  now.' 

'  Mr.  Langford,  I  was  told  by  my  father 
that  you  had  promised  to  do  something  for  my 
brother  and  sisters.' 

'  Oh,  do  not  be  afraid — -I  will  do  something 
for  them.' 

'  I  want  you  to  grant  me  one  request,  the 
only  one  I  will  ever  make  of  you.  Promise  me 
some  small  yearly  sum  assured  to  my  father, 
I  do  not  ask  for  much.  When  I  am  in  the 
house,  I  can  manage,  but  it  is  hard  work  for 
me  to  do  so.  When  I  am  gone,  Kate  will  find 
it  hard,  and  she  may  not  remain  long  there  ;  she 
is  a  pretty  girl,  and  has  her  admirers,  she  is 
sure  to  marry  soon — then  what  will  become  of 
my  father  and  the  little  ones?  I  do  not  ask 
you  to  take  them  in  here.     That  would  not  be 
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reasonable — except  so  far  as  they  can  work  for 
you,  and  be  of  use  to  you — Joe  will  be  a 
valuable  servant,  and  Pattie  is  growing  up  to 
be  neat  and  active  and  thoughtful.' 

'  How  many  more  ?  '    asked  Langford. 

'  That  is  all,'  rephed  Honor  quietly.  '  If  I 
ask  you  to  do  anything  for  these  two  it  is  only 
because  they  will  be  worth  more  than  you  will 
pay  them.  But  I  ask  for  my  father.  It  will 
be  a  loss  to  him,  my  leaving  the  house.  He 
will  not  be  happy.  Kate  is  very  good,  but  she 
does  not  understand  thrift,  and  she  is  light- 
hearted.  Promise  me  a  small  sum  every  year 
for  my  father  aud  the  little  ones  to  relieve 
them  from  the  pinch  of  poverty,  and  to  give 
them  ease  and  happiness.' 

'  How  many  have  you  ?  ' 

'  There  are  Joe,  and  Pattie,  WilHe,  Martha, 
Charity,  and  Temperance.  If  I  might  bring 
Temperance  with  me  I  should  be  very  thank- 
ful ;  she  is  but  three,  and  will  miss  me.' 

'  In  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon  we  are  told 
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that  the  horseleech  hath  three  daughters, 
which  cry  Give,  give,  give !  Here  are  more, 
some  seven,  all  wanting  to  suck  blood.  If  I 
marry  you,  I  don't  marry  the  family.' 

Honor  was  silent,  for  a  moment,  recovering 
herself ;  his  rudeness  hurt  her,  angered  her. 

'  I  make  a  request.    I  will  ask  nothing  more.' 

Slie  looked  up  at  him,  and  rested  her  eyes 
on  his  face.  He  had  been  observing  her  ;  how 
pale  she  was — how  worn  ;  and  it  annoyed 
him :  it  seemed  to  him  that  It  had  cost  her 
much  to  resolve  to  take  him  ;  and  this  was  not 
flattering  to  his  pride. 

'  I  cannot  grant  it,'  he  said.  '  It  is  not 
reasonable.  I  am  not  going  to  be  eaten  out 
of  house  and  home  by  a  parcel  of  ravenous 
schoolchildren.  I  want  you,  I  do  not  want  all 
your  tail  of  brothers  and  sisters,  and,  worst  of 
all,  your  helpless  father.  I  know  very  well 
what  will  happen.  I  shall  be  thrown  to  them 
like  an  old  horse  to  Squire  Impey's  pack — to 
have   my  flesh  torn  oS",    and  my  bones   even 
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crunched  up.  I  cut  this  away  in  the  beginning ; 
I  will  not  have  it.' 

'  I  ask  only  for  a  small  sum  of  money  for 
my  father.  The  van  barely  sustains  him.  The 
family  is  so  large.  I  will  not  bring  any  of  the 
children  here,  except  little  Temperance,  who  is 
very,  very  dear  to  my  heart.* 

'  No,  I  will  have  none  of  them.' 

'  I  may  not  have  Temperance  ?  ' 

'  No,  I  said,  none  of  them.  Give  an  inch, 
and  an  ell  is  taken.  Put  in  the  little  finger 
and  the  fist  follows.' 

'  Then  you  will  grant  me  an  allowance  for 
my  father  ? ' 

He  laughed.  '  A  thousand  pounds  is  what 
you  have  cost  me.  When  that  thousand  pounds 
is  made  up,  or  repaid,  then  we  will  talk  about 
an  allowance.  Not  till  then — no,  no  1  I  may 
pay  too  dear  for  my  bargain.  A  thousand 
pounds  is  ample.' 

'  That  is  your  last  word  ?  ' 

'  My  last.' 
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Then  Honor,  looking  steadily  at  him,  said : 
*  Mr.  Langford,  it  is  true  that  you  lose  money 
by  me ;  but  I  lose  what  is  infinitely  more 
precious  by  you.  I  lose  my  whole  life's  happi- 
ness. When  my  mother  was  dying,  I  promised 
her  to  be  a  mother  to  her  darlings.  Now  I  am 
put  in  this  terrible  position,  that,  to  save  them 
from  a  great  disgrace  and  an  indehble  stain, 
I  must  leave  them.  I  have  spent  the  whole 
night  thinking  out  what  was  right  for  me  to 
do.  If  I  remain  with  them,  it  is  with  a  shame 
over  our  whole  family.  If  I  go,  I  save  them 
from  that,  but  they  lose  my  care.  One  way 
or  other  there  is  something  gone.  It  cannot  be 
other.  I  have  made  my  choice.  I  will  come 
to  you  ;  but  I  have  strings  from  my  heart  to 
little  Temperance,  and  Charity,  and  Martha, 
and  Willie,  and  Pattie,  and  Joe,  and  Kate,  and 
father.  If  they  are  unhappy,  uncomfortable, 
I  shall  suffer  in  my  soul.  If  ill  comes  to  them, 
I  shall  be  in  pain.  If  the  little  ones  grow  up 
neglected,  untidy,  untruthful,  my  heart  and  my 
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head  will  ache  night  and  day.  If  my  father  is 
uncared  for,  the  distress  of  knowing  it  will  be 
on  me  ever.  I  shall  be  drawn  by  a  hundred 
nerves  to  my  own  dear  ones,  and  not  be  able 
to  do  anything  for  them.  You  cannot  under- 
stand me.  You  must  believe  me  when  I  say 
that  the  loss  to  me  is  ten  thousand  times  greater 
than  the  loss  of  a  thousand  pounds  to  you. 
My  happiness  is  in  the  well-being  and  well- 
bringing  up  of  my  brothers  and  sisters.  You 
take  all  that  away  from  me.  Did  you  ever 
hear  the  tale  of  the  widower  who  married 
again,  and  his  new^  wife  neglected  the  children 
by  the  dead  wife  ? — One  night  the  father  came 
to  the  nursery  door,  and  saw  the  dead  woman 
rocking  and  soothing  the  babes.  She  had  come 
from  her  grave.  The  crying  had  drawn  her. 
She  could  not  sleep  because  they  called  her. 
I  do  not  know  that  I  can  bear  it,  to  be  separated 
from  my  brothers  and  sisters — I  cannot  say — if 
they  suffered  or  were  neglected — I  fancy  no- 
tliing  could  withhold  me  from  going  to  them.' 
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Taverner  remained  silent :  her  eyes  seemed 
to  burn  their  way  into  him.  She  shifted  her 
position  from  one  foot  to  the  other ;  and  went 
on,  in  an  earnest  tone,  with  a  vibration  in  it 
from  the  strength  of  her  emotion :  '  I  am  bound 
to  tell  you  all.  If  you  are  to  be  my  husband, 
you  must  know  everything.  I  cannot  love  you. 
What  love  I  have  that  is  not  taken  up  by 
Temperance,  and  Charity,  and  Martha,  and 
Wilhe,  and   Pattie,   and   Joe,  and   Kate,  and 

father,  and '  still  looking  frankly,  earnestly 

at  him,  '  yes,  and  by  Charles,  I  have  given 
elsewhere.  I  cannot  help  it.  It  has  been 
taken  from  me  in  a  whirlwind  of  fire,  as  Elijah 
was  caught  up  into  heaven  ;  it  is  gone  from  me  ; 
I  cannot  call  it  down  again.  If  you  insist  on 
knowing  to  whom  I  gave  it,  I  will  tell  you, 
but  not  now,  not  yet — afterwards.  To  show 
you,  Mr.  Langford,  how  I  love  my  home,  I 
had  made  up  my  mind  to  give  him  up,  to 
throw  away  all  that  beautiful  happiness,  to 
forget   it   as   one   forgets  a  dream,  because  I 
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would  not  be  parted  from  my  dear  ones.  I 
was  resolved  to  give  him  up  whom  I  love  for 
them,  and  now  I  am  required  to  give  them  up 
for  you  whom  I  love  not.*  She  breathed 
heavily,  her  labouring  heart  beat.  She  drew 
the  red  cloak  about  her,  lest  the  heaving 
bosom  and  bounding  heart  should  be  noticed. 
Langford  saw  the  long  drops  run  down  her 
brow,  but  there  were  no  tears  in  her  eyes. 

*  You  will  never  love  me  ? '  he  asked. 

'  I  cannot  say ;  it  depends  how  you  treat  my 
dear  ones.* 

She  took  a  long  breath. 

'  There  is  one  reason  why  my  consent  costs 
me  more  when  given  to  you  than  to  another ; 
but  I  cannot  tell  you  that  now.  I  will  tell  you 
later.* 

She  meant  that  by  marrying  him  she  was 
widening  the  breach  between  the  uncle  and 
nephew — that  she  was  marrying  the  former 
for  the  express  purpose  of  depriving  tlie  latter 
of  his  inheritance.  She  could  not  tell  Langford 
this  now. 
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'  I  will  do  my  duty  by  you  to  the  best  of  my 
lights.  But  I  shall  have  one  duty  tying  me 
here,  and  seven  drawing  me  to  the  little  cottage 
in  the  lane,  and  I  feel — I  feel  that  I  shall  be  torn 
to  pieces.' 

Taverner  Langford  stood  up  and  paced  the 
room  with  his  arms  folded  behind  his  back. 
His  head  was  bowed  and  his  cheeks  pale.  The 
girl  said  no  more.  She  again  shifted  her  feet, 
and  rested  both  hands,  under  her  cloak,  on  the 
table.  Langford  looked  round  at  her;  her 
head  was  bent,  her  yellow-brown  hair  was  tied 
in  a  knot  behind.  As  her  head  was  stooping, 
the  back  of  her  neck  showed  above  the  red 
cloak.  It  was  as  though  she  bent  before  the 
executioner's  axe.     He  turned  away. 

'  Sit  down,'  he  said.  '  Why  have  you  been 
standing  ?    You  look  ill.  Wliat  has  ailed  you  ?  ' 

'  In  body  nothing,'  she  answered. 

'  Who  is  it  ?  '  he  asked  surlily,  looking  out 
of  the  window,  and  passing  his  own  fingers 
over  his  face. 
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She  slightly  raised  her  head  and  eyes 
questioningly. 

'I  mean,'  he  said,  without  turning  to  see 
her,  but  understanding  by  her  silence  that  she 
asked  an  explanation — '  I  allude  to  what  you 
were  saying  just  now.  Who  is  it  whom  you 
fancy  ? ' 

'  If  you  insist,  I  will  tell.  If  you  have  any 
pity  you  will  spare  me.  In  time — before  the 
day,  you  shall  know.' 

He  passed  his  hand  over  his  face  again. 

'  This  is  a  pleasant  prospect,'  he  said,  but 
did  not  explain  whether  he  alluded  to  the  land- 
scape or  to  his  marriage.  He  said  no  more  to 
force  further  confidence  from  her. 

'  Come,'  said  he,  roughly,  aud  he  turned 
suddenly  round,  'you  shall  see  the  house. 
You  shall  be  shown  w^hat  I  have  in  it,  all  the 
rooms  and  the  furniture,  also  the  cow^sheds,  and 
the  dairy — everything.  You  shall  see  what 
will  be  yours.  You  would  get  no  other  man 
with  so  much  as  I  have.' 
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'Not  to-day,  Mr  Langford.  Let  me  go 
home.  I  should  see  nothing  to-day.  My  eyes 
are  full,  and  my  heart  fuller.' 

'  Then  go,'  he  said,  and  reseated  himself  at 
the  table. 

She  moved  towards  the  door.  He  had  his 
chin  on  his  hand,  and  was  looking  at  the  grate. 
She  hesitated,  holding  the  handle. 

'  Hah  ! '  exclaimed  Langford,  starting  up. 
'  Did  you  hear  that  ?  a-fluttering  down  the  pas- 
sage ?  That  was  Mrs.  Yeale,  trying  to  listen, 
but  could  hear  nothing;  trying  to  peep,  but 
could  see  nothing,  because  I  have  covered 
every  chink.  Come  here!  come  here,  Mrs. 
Yeale ! ' 

As  she  did  not  respond,  he  rang  the  bell 
violently,  and  the  pale  woman  came. 

'  Come  here,  Mrs.  Veale !  show  the  future 
mistress  out  of  the  house  !  Not  by  the  kitchen, 
woman  I  Unbar  the  great  door.  Show  her 
out,  and  curtsey  to  her,  and  at  the  same  time 
take  your  own  discharge.' 
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'  "  When  one  comes  in  tlie  other  goes  out," 
as  the  man  said  of  the  woman  in  the  weather- 
house,'  remarked  Mrs.  Veale  with  a  sneer. 
She  curtsied  profoundly.  '  There's  been  calm 
heretofore.     Now  comes  storm.' 
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THE    CHINA   DOG. 

No  sooner  was  the  scarlet  cloak  gone  than 
Mrs.  Veale  leaned  back  against  the  wall  in  the 
passage  and  laughed.  Langford  had  never 
heard  her  laugh  before,  and  the  noise  she 
made  now  was  unpleasant.  Her  face  was 
grey,  her  pale  eyes  glimmered  in  the  dark 
passage. 

'  Will  you  be  quiet  ?  '  said  Taverner  angrily. 
*  Get  along  with  you  into  the  kitchen  and  don't 
stand  gulping  here  like  water  out  of  a  narrow- 
necked  bottle.' 

'  So ! — that  be  the  wife  you've  chosen, 
master !  It  is  ill  screwing  a  big  foot  into  a 
small  shoe ;  best  suit  your  shoe  to  the  size  of 
your  foot.' 
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'You  have  received  notice  to  leave.  A 
month  from  to-day.' 

'  This  is  breaking  the  looking-glass  because 
you  don't  like  your  face,'  said  the  housekeeper. 
'  "  Come  help  me  on  with  the  plough,"  said  the 
ox  to  the  gadfly.  "  With  the  greatest  of  plea- 
sure," answered  the  fly,  and  stung  the  ox.' 

'  Gadfly ! '  shouted  Taverner.  '  Sheathe 
your  sting,  please,  or  don't  practise  on  me.' 

'  You  marry  ! '  scofied  Mrs.  Veale  '  "  I'm 
partial  to  honey,"  said  the  fox,  and  upset  the 
hive.  "You  must  learn  how  to  take  it," 
answered  the  swarm,  and  surrounded  him.' 

'  I'll  turn  you  out  at  once,'  said  Langford, 
angrily. 

'  No,  you  will  not,'  answered  the  house- 
keeper ;  '  or  you  Avill  have  to  pay  my  wage 
and  get  nothing  for  it.  I've  served  you  faith- 
fully all  these  years,  and  this  is  my  reward. 
I  am  turned  away.  What  has  been  my  pay 
whilst  here  ?  What !  compared  with  my  ser- 
vices ?     And  now  I  am  to  make  room  for  the 
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sister  of  a  thief.  What  will  become  of  your 
earnings  when  she  comes?  If  her  brother 
picked  a  stranger,  he  will  skin  a  relative. 
And  the  rest  of  them  !  "  I  am  tilling  for  you," 
said  the  farmer  to  the  rabbits  ;  "come  into  my 
field  and  nibble  the  turnips."  Love  in  an  old 
man  is  like  a  spark  in  a  stackyard.  It  burns 
up  everything,  even  common  sense.' 

He  thrust  her  down  the  passage.  She  kept 
her  white  face  towards  him,  and  went  along 
sliding  her  hands  against  the  wall,  against  which 
she  leaned  her  back. 

'I  did  suppose  you  had  more  sense  than 
this.  I  knew  you  were  bit,  but  not  that  you 
were  poisoned.  I  thought  that  you  would  be 
too  wise  to  go  on  with  your  courting  when  you 
found  that  you  had  been  robbed  by  Charles. 
Who  that  is  not  a  fool  will  give  the  run  of  his 
house  to  the  man  who  has  plundered  him? 
Can  you  keep  him  out  when  you  have  married 
his  sister?  What  of  the  young  ones?  They 
will  grow  up  like  their  brother.     Eoguery  is 
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like  measles,  it  runs  through  a  house.  Have 
not  I  been  faithful  ?  Have  I  taken  a  thread 
out  of  your  clothes,  or  a  nail  from  your  shoe  ? 
Have  I  relations  to  pester  you  for  help  ?  Mine 
might  have  begged,  but  would  not  have  stolen ; 
yours  will  have  their  hands  in  all  your  pockets. 
Now  you  are  everything  in  the  house,  and  we 
are  all  your  slaves.  All  is  yours,  your  voice 
rules,  your  will  governs.  Will  it  be  so  when 
you  bring  a  mistress  home — and  that  Honor 
Luxmore  ?  Everyone  knows  her  ;  she  governs 
the  house.'  Mrs.  Veale  laughed  again.  '  That 
will  be  a  fine  sight  to  see  Master  Taverner 
Langford  under  the  slipper.  "  I'm  seen  in  the 
half  but  lost  in  the  full,"  said  the  man  in  the 
moon.' 

Langford  thrust  her  through  the  kitchen 
door  and  shut  it,  then  returned  to  his  parlour, 
where  he  bolted  himself  in,  and  paced  the 
room  with  his  arms  folded  behind  his  back. 

There  was  enough  of  truth  in  what  Mrs. 
Veale  had  said  to  make  him  feel  uncomfortable. 
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It  was  true  that  now  he  was  absohite  in  his 
house;  but  would  he  reign  as  independently 
when  married  ?  Was  not  the  ox  inviting  the 
gadfly  to  help  to  draw  the  plough  ?  In  going 
after  the  honey,  Hke  the  fox,  was  he  not  in- 
vitins^  stings  ? 

Langford  had  suffered  great  loss  from 
rabbits.  They  came  out  of  Chimsworthy  plan- 
tation and  fell  on  his  turnips,  nibbled  pieces 
out  of  hundreds,  spoiling  whole  rows,  which 
when  touched  rotted  with  the  first  frost. 
Therefore  Mrs.  Yeale's  allusion  to  them  went 
home.  Yes! — there  were  a  swarm  of  human 
rabbits  threatening,  the  children  from  the 
cottage.  They  w^ould  all  prey  on  him.  He 
was  inviting  them  to  do  so.  '  I  till  for  you,'  said 
the  farmer.  Confound  Mrs.  Yeale  !  Why  was 
she  so  full  of  saws  and  likenesses  that  cut  like 
knives  ?  And  Charles  ! — of  course  he  would 
return  when  he  knew  that  he  would  not  be 
prosecuted.  How  could  he  be  prosecuted 
when  the  brother-in-law  of  the  man  he  had 
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robbed  ?  When  he  returned,  how  could  he  be 
kept  away,  how  prevented  from  further  ras- 
cahty  ?  A  thousand  pounds  gone !  and  he  was 
not  to  punish  the  man  who  had  taken  the 
money.  This  was  inviting  him  to  come  and 
rob  him  again.  He  did  not  think  much  of 
what  Honor  had  said  of  an  attachment  to  some 
unknown  person.  Taverner  had  never  loved, 
and  knew  nothing  of  love  as  a  passion.  He 
regarded  it  as  an  ephemeral  fancy.  Every  girl 
thought  herself  in  love,  got  over  it,  and  bore 
no  scars.  It  would  be  so  with  Honor.  Pre- 
sently he  rang  for  his  breakfast.  Mrs.  Yeale 
came  in.  She  saw  he  was  disconcerted,  but 
she  said  nothing,  till  the  tray  was  on  the  table, 
and  she  was  leaving  ;  then,  holding  the  handle 
of  the  door,  she  said,  '  It  is  a  pity.' 

'What  is  a  pity?' 

'The  hare  hunt.' 

'  What  of  that  ? '  he  asked  angrily. 

'  That  it  was  not  put  off  a  month ,  then  changed 
to  a  stag  hunt,'  she  replied,  and  went  through  the 
door  quickly,  lest  he  should  knock  her  down. 
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Mrs.  Veale  went  to  her  kitchen,  and  seated 
herself  by  the  fire.  She  was  paler  than  usual, 
and  her  eyelids  bhnked  nervously.  There 
was  work  to  be  done  that  morning,  but  she 
neglected  it. 

Her  scheme  had  failed.  She  had  en- 
deavoured to  force  Charles  Luxmore  on  to  steal 
of  his  master,  thinking  that  this  must  inevitably 
break  the  connection  with  the  Luxmores.  Tav- 
erner,  she  thought,  could  not  possibly  pursue 
his  intentions  when  he  knew  he  had  been 
robbed  by  Charles.  She  was  disappointed. 
What  next  to  attempt  she  knew  not.  She  was 
determined  to  prevent  the  marriage  if  she 
could.  She  had  not  originally  intended  to 
steal  the  cash-box,  nor,  indeed,  to  rob  it  of  any 
of  its  contents,  but  she  had  been  forced  to  take 
it,  as  Charles  would  not.  Now  she  was  given 
her  dismissal,  and  if  she  left,  she  would  take 
the  money  with  her.  But  she  had  no  desire 
to  leave  without  further  punishment  of  her 
ungrateful  master.     She  had  spent  fifteen  years 
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in  his  service.  She  had  plotted  and  worked  and 
h^d  dOl  gained  any  of  her  ends.  She  had  at 
first  resolved  on  making  him  marry  her.  When 
she  found  it  impossible  to  achieve  this,  she 
determined  to  make  herself  so  useful  to  him, 
so  indispensable,  that  he  would  in  his  old  age 
fall  under  her  power,  and  then,  he  would  leave 
her  by  his  will  well  off.  She  was  now  to  be 
driven  out  into  the  cold,  after  all  her  labour, 
disappointments,  to  make  room  for  a  young  girl. 
This  should  not  be.  If  she  must  go,  she  would 
mar  the  sport  behind  her  back.  If  Taverner 
Langford  would  not  take  her,  he  should  take 
none  other.  If  she  was  not  to  be  mistress  in 
the  house,  no  young  chit  of  a  girl  should  be. 

She  stood  up  and  took  down  from  the 
chimney-piece  a  china  dog  blotched  red,  and 
turning;  it  over,  removed  from  the  inside  a 
packet  of  yellow  paper. 

She  was  so  engrossed  in  her  thoughts  that 
she  did  not  see  that  someone  had  entered  the 
kitchen  by  the  open  backdoor. 
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'  I  declare  !     They'd  make  a  pair  ! ' 

Mrs.  Veale  started,  a  shiver  ran  throiicrh 
her  from  head  to  foot.  She  turned,  still  quiver- 
ing, and  looked  at  the  speaker.  Kate  Luxmore 
had  entered,  and  stood  near  the  table. 

'  Well,  now,'  said  Kate,  *  this  is  curious. 
We've  got  a  dog  just  like  that,  with  long  curly 
ears,  and  turns  his  dear  old  head  to  the  left, 
and  you've  one  with  the  same  ears,  and  same 
colour,  turns  his  head  to  the  right.  We'd  a 
pair  once,  but  Joe  broke  the  fellow.  I  reckon 
you'd  a  pair  once,  but  your  fellow  is  broke. 
'Tis  a  pity  they  two  dogs  should  be  widowers 
and  lonely.' 

Mrs.  Veale  stared  at  her ;  Kate  had  never 
been  there  before.  What  had  brought  her 
there  now  ?  Were  all  the  Luxmores  comino' 
to  make  that  their  home,  even  before  the 
marriage  ? 

'  And  what  have  you  got  there  .^  '  pursued 
Kate,  full  of  liveliness.  '  Why,  that  is  one  of 
the  yellow  paper  rat-poison  packets  the  man 
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sold  at  the  fair.  I  know  it.  'Tis  a  queer 
thing  you  keeping  the  poison  in  the  body  of 
the  dog.  But  I  suppose  you  are  right ;  no  one 
woukl  think  to  go  there  for  it.' 

'  What  do  you  Avant  here  ?  '  asked  Mrs. 
Yeale,  hastily  replacing  the  packet  and  the 
dog  on  the  niautel-shelf.  '  Why  have  you 
come  ?  We've  had  enough  of  you  Luxmores 
already.  Your  brother  Charles  has  played  us 
a  pretty  tune,  and  now  your  sister's  like  to 
lead  a  dance.' 

'  I  have  come  for  Honor.     Is  she  here  ?  ' 

'  She — no  !  She's  been  gone  some  time. 
Ain't  she  home  ?  Perhaps  she's  walking  over 
the  land,  and  counting  the  acres  that  may  be 
hers,  and  prizing  the  fleeces  of  the  sheep.' 

'  She  is  wanted.  As  for  Charles,  there's 
naught  proved  against  him,  and  till  there  is,  I 
won't  believe  it.  I've  just  had  a  talk  with 
someone,  and  he  tells  me  another  tale  alto- 
gether. So  there — not  another  word  against 
poor  Charles.     He  wasn't  ever  sweet  on  you, 
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I  can  tell  you.  'Tis  a  pity,  too,  about  those 
clogs.  They're  both  water-spaniels — what  in- 
telhgent  eyes  they  have,  and  what  lovely  long 
curly  ears  !  They  ought  to  be  a  pair  some 
day.' 

'  I  tell  you,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale,  '  your  sister 
is  not  here.' 

'  Our  dog,'  went  on  Kate,  unabashed, '  don't 
belong  to  father.  He  is  Honor's  own.  She 
had  the  pair,  till  Joe  knocked  one  of  them 
over.  Her  mother  gave  it  her.  'Tis  curious 
now  that  her  dog  should  turn  his  blessed  nose 
one  way,  and  this  dog  should  turn  his  nose  the 
other  way.  It  looks  as  if  tliey  were  made  for 
each  other,  which  is  more  than  is  tlie  case  with 
some  that  want  to  be  pairing.  A  mantel-shelf 
don't  look  as  well  with  a  spaniel  in  the  middle 
as  it  do  with  one  at  each  end.  That  is,  I  sup- 
pose, why  your  master  is  looking  out  for  a  wife. 
Well !  I  think  he'd  have  matched  better  with 
you  than  with  someone  else  whom  I  won't 
name.     A  house  with  one  in  it  is  hke  a  mantel- 
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shelf  with  one  odd  dog  on  it.  Does  this  chim- 
ney ornament  belong  to  you  or  to  the  house  ? ' 
'  Never  mind,  go  your  ways.  Don't  you 
think  ever  to  pair  them  two  dogs,  nor  your 
sister  and  the  master.  There  is  a  third  to  be 
considered.  If  one  be  broken,  there  is  no 
pairing.  Do  y'  know  what  the  ash  said  to  the 
axe? 

"Whether  coupled  or  counter  is  wisht  (unlucky)  for  me, 
My  wood  makes  the  haft  for  to  fell  my  tree.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXXni. 

AMONG   THE   GORSE. 

*  Where  be  you  going  to,  Larry  ? '  asked  his 
father.  '  I've  just  seen  the  Eecl  Spicier  running 
Langford  way.  Take  care  Uncle  Taverner 
don't  sloke  that  one  away  as  he  tried  to  sloke 
t'other.' 

Hearing  that  Honor  was  gone  over  the 
moor  to  Langford,  Hillary  took  that  direction, 
and,  as  he  had  expected,  encountered  her  as 
she  was  returning  to  her  cottage,  before  she 
had  left  the  down. 

'  You  are  going  to  give  me  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,'  said  Larry.  I  dare  say  you  may  be 
busy,  but  I  can't  spare  you  till  we've  had  it  out 
with  each  other.     I've  but  one  arm  now  that  I 
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can  use,  but  I'll  bar  the  way  with  that,  if  you 
attempt  to  escape  me.' 

Honor  looked  at  him  hesitatingly.  She  was 
hardly  prepared  for  the  inevitable  trial,  then. 
She  would  have  liked  to  defer  it.  But,  on 
second  thoughts,  she  considered  that  it  was 
best  to  have  it  over.  Sooner  or  later,  an 
explanation  must  be  made,  so  perhaps  it  would 
be  as  well  for  her  that  day  to  pass  through 
all  the  fires.  There  on  Broadbury,  when  the 
gorse  is  swaled  (burnt),  the  cattle  are  driven 
through  the  flames.  They  plunge  and  resist, 
but  a  ring  of  men  and  dogs  encloses  them, 
armed  with  sharp  stakes,  and  goad  them  for- 
ward, and  at  last,  with  desperation,  lowing, 
kicking,  leaping,  angry  and  terrified,  they 
plunge  through  the  flames.  Honor  thought  of 
this  familiar  scene,  and  that  she  was  herself 
being  driven  on.  Sooner  or  later  she  must 
enter  the  fire,  be  scorched,  and  pass  through  ; 
she  would  traverse  it  without  further  resistance 
at  once. 
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'  I  am  ready,  Larry,'  slie  said  iu  a  low 
voice. 

'  My  dear,  dear  Honor,  what  ails  you  ? 
You  are  looking  ill,  and  deadly  white  I  What 
is  it,  Honor  ?  ' 

'We  all  have  our  troubles,  Larry.  You 
have  a  broken  arm,  and  I  have  a  breakage 
somewhere,  but  never  mind  where.' 

'  I  do  mind,'  he  said  vehemently.  '  What 
is  amiss  ? ' 

'  You  told  me,  Larry,  the  night  your  arm 
was  hurt,  that — your  pride  had  sustained  a  fall 
and  was  broken.' 

'  So  it  was.' 

'  So  also  is  mine.' 

'  But  what  has  hurt  you  ?  How  is  it  ? 
Explain  to  me  all,  Honor.' 

Slie  shook  her  head.  '  It  is  not  my  affair 
only.  I  have  others  to  consider  beside  myself, 
and  you  must  forgive  me  if  my  lips  are 
locked.' 

He  put  his  left  arm  roiuid  her,  to  draw  her 
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to  him,  and  kiss  her.  '  I  will  keep  the  key  of 
those  lips,'  he  said,  but  she  twisted  herself  from 
his  grasp. 

'  You  must  not  do  that,  Larry/ 

'  Why  not  ?  We  understand  each  other. 
Though  we  did  not  speak,  that  night,  our 
hearts  told  each  other  everything.' 

'Larry,  do  you  remember  what  I  said  to 
you  when  we  were  together  in  the  paddock  ?  ' 

'  I  remember  every  word.' 

'  I  told  you  that  I  regarded  you — as  a 
brother.' 

'  I  remember  every  word  but  that.' 

'  You  have  been  a  friend,  a  dear  friend,  ever 
since  we  were  children.  You  were  always 
thoughtful  tow^ards  us,  my  sister  and  me,  when 
you  thought  of  nothing  else.  You  were  always 
kind,  and  as  Charles  was  away,  of  late,  I  came 
to  think  of  you  as  a  brother.' 

'  But  I,  Honor,  I  never  have  and  never  will 
consent  to  regard  you  as  a  sister.  I  love  you 
more   dearly  than   brother   ever   loved  sister. 
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I  never  had  one  of  my  own,  but  I  am  quite 
sure  I  could  not  think  of  one  in  the  way  I  think 
of  you.  I  love  you,  Honor,  with  all  my  heart, 
and  I  respect  you  and  look  up  to  you  as  the 
only  person  who  can  make  me  lead  a  better  life 
than  I  have  led  heretofore.' 

Honor  shook  her  head  and  sighed.  It  was 
her  way  to  answer  by  nod  or  shake  rather  than 
by  word. 

'  I  have  good  news  to  tell  you,'  he  went 
on ;  '  my  father  is  delighted  at  the  prospect, 
and  he  is  nearly  as  impatient  as  I  am  to 
have  your  dear  self  in  Chims worthy.' 

'  I  cannot  go  there,'  said  Honor  in  a  tone 
that  expressed  the  desolation  of  her  heart. 

'  Why  not  ?  ' 

She  hesitated. 

'  Why  not,  Honor  ?  When  I  wish  it, 
when  my  father  is  eager  to  receive  you  ?  ' 

'  Dear  Larry,'  she  said  sadly,  '  it  can 
never,  never  be.' 

*  Come  here,'  he  exclaimed  impatiently,  and 
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drew  her  along  with  Inm.  '  What  is  the  mean- 
ii]2^  of  this  P  I  will  understand.'  Before  them 
for  nearly  a  mile  lay  a  sheet  of  gold,  a  dense 
mass  of  unbroken  gorse,  in  full  blaze  of  flower, 
exhaling  a  nectar  eons  fragrance  in  the  sun,  that 
filled  the  air.  So  dense  were  the  flowers  that 
no  green  spines  could  be  seen,  only  various 
shades  of  orange  and  gold  and  pale  yellow. 
Through  it  a  path  had  been  reaped,  for  rabbit- 
shooters,  and  along  this  Hillary  drew  her. 
The  gorse  reached  to  their  waists.  The  frag- 
rance was  intoxicating. 

'  Look  here.  Honor,'  said  he,  '  look  at 
this  furze.  It  is  like  my  nature.  It  is  said 
that  there  is  not  a  month  in  the  year  in  which 
it  docs  not  blossom.  Sometimes  there  is  only 
a  golden  speck  here  and  there — when  the 
snow  is  on  the  irround,  not  more  than  a  few 
flowers,  and  then  one  stalk  sets  fire  to  another, 
as  spring  comes  on,  and  the  whole  bush  burns 
and  is  not  consumed,  like  that  in  the  desert, 
when  God   spoke   to   Moses  from  it.     It   has 
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been  so  with  me,  Honor.  I  have  always  loved 
you.  Sometimes  the  prickles  have  been  too 
thick,  and  then  there  have  been  but  few  tokens 
of  love  ;  but  never,  never  has  the  bloom  died 
away  altogether.  In  my  heart,  Honor,  love 
has  always  lived,  and  now  it  is  all  blazing,  and 
shining,  and  full  of  sweetness.' 

'  Larry,'  answered  Honor  slowly,  '  look 
here ; '  she  put  her  hand  to  a  gorse  bush  and 
plucked  a  mass  of  golden  bloom. 

'  Honor  ! '  he  exclaimed,  '  what  have  you 
done  .^ '  She  opened  her  hand,  it  was  full  of 
blood. 

'I  have  grasped  the  glorious  flower,'  she 
said,  '  and  am  covered  with  wounds,  and 
pierced  with  thorns.' 

'  No — no,  dear  Honor,'  he  said,  taking  lier 
hand,  removing  from  it  the  prickles,  and 
wiping  the  blood  away  with  the  kerchief  that 
bound  his  broken  arm.  '  There  shall  be  no 
thorns  in  our  hfe  together.  The  thorns  will 
all  go  from  me  when  I  have  you  to  prune  me. 
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I  have  been  wild  and  rough,  and  I  dare  say  I 
may  have  given  you  pain.  I  know  ti'at  I 
have.  I  was  angry  with  you  and  behaved 
badly  ;  but  I  was  angry  only  because  I  loved 
you.'  Then  his  pleasant  sweet  smile  broke 
over  his  pale  face,  and  he  said  in  an  altered 
tone,  '  You  do  not  harbour  anger,  Honor ; 
you  forgive,  wdien  the  offender  is  repentant.' 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  him,  and  looked 
long  and  steadily  into  his. 

'  I  forgive  you  for  any  little  wrong  you 
may  have  done  me,  heartily  and  wholly.  But, 
0  Larry !  I  must  wrong  you  in  a  way  in 
which  I  can  expect  to  get  no  forgiveness  from 
you.' 

'  That  is  quite  impossible,'  he  said,  smiling. 

'Larry,  you  cannot  even  dream  what  my 
meaning  is.  When  you  know — there  will  not 
be  a  flower  on  the  furze-bush,  the  last  gold  bud 
of  love  will  fall  off.' 

'  Never,  never.  Honor ! ' 

'  You  do  not  know.' 
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He  was  perplexed.  What  could  stand  in 
the  way  of  her  ready  acceptance  of  him,  except 
his  own  former  bad  conduct  ? 

'  Honor,'  he  said,  '  I  have  had  some  sleep- 
less nights — these  have  not  been'  altogether 
caused  by  my  arm — and  diu-ing  the  dark  hours 
I  have  thought  over  all  my  past  manner  of 
life,  and  I  have  quite  resolved  to  break  with 
it.  I  will  no  longer  be  idle.  I  will  no  more 
boast.  I  will  no  more  let  the  girls  make  a 
fool  of  me.  I  will  work  hard  on  the  farm  as 
any  labourer — indeed.  Honor,  I  will  work 
harder  and  longer  than  they.  If  you  mis- 
trust me,  prove  me.  I  deserve  this  trial.  My 
father  would  like  you  to  be  his  daughter-in- 
law  at  once  ;  but  I  know  that  I  do  not  deserve 
you.  In  the  old  story,  Jacob  served  fourteen 
years  for  Eachel,  and  I  am  not  a  Jacob — I  will 
wait,  though  fourteen  years  is  more  than  my 
patience  will  bear,  still — dear  Honor,  dear 
heart ! — I  will  wait.  I  will  wait  your  own 
time,  I  will  not  say  another  word  to  you  till 
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you  see  tliat  I  am  keeping  my  promise,  and 
am  becoming  in  some  little  way  worthy  of  you. 
I  know,'  he  said  in  a  humble  tone,  '  that 
really  I  can  never  deserve  you — but  I  shall 
be  happy  to  try  and  gain  your  approval,  and, 
if  you  do  not  wish  me  to  say  more  of  my  love 
till  I  show  you  I  am  on  the  mend,  so  shall  it 
be.  I  am  content.  Put  on  the  kerchief  when 
I  am  to  speak  again.' 

He  stopped,  and  looked  at  her.  She  was 
trembling,  and  her  eyes  cast  down.  Now,  at 
last,  the  tears  had  come,  and  were  flowing 
from  her  eyes.  One,  like  a  crystal,  hung  on 
her  red  cloak.  Knowing  that  -he  awaited  an 
answer,  she  raised  her  head  with  an  effort, 
and  looked  despairingly  right  and  left,  but 
saw  no  help  anyAvhere,  only  the  flare  of  yellow 
blossom  flickering  through  a  veil  of  tears. 

0,  infinitely  sweet,  infinitely  glorious  was 
this  sight  and  this  outpouring  of  Larry's  heart 
to  her — but  infinitely  painful  as  well — piercing, 
wounding,  drawing  forth  blood — like  the  gorse. 
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'  Larry ! '  she  said  earnestly,  '  No — no — 
not  for  one  moment  do  I  doubt  your  word. 
I  believe  everything  you  say.  I  could  trust 
you  perfectly.  I  know  that  with  your  promise 
would  come  fufilment,  but — it  is  not  that.' 

'  What  is  it  then  ? ' 

She  could  not  tell  him.  The  truth  was  too 
repugnant  to  her  to  think,  much  less  to  tell — 
and  tell  to  liim. 

'  I  cannot  tell  you  ;  my  father,  my  brothers 
and  sisters.' 

'  I  have  thought  of  that,  you  dear  true 
soul,'  he  interrupted.  'I  know  that  you  will 
not  wish  to  hurt  them.  But,  Honor,  there  will 
be  no  desertion.  I  have  only  to  cut  a  gap 
through  the  hedge  of  your  paddock,  and  in 
three  minutes,  straight  as  an  arrow,  you  can  go 
from  one  house  to  the  other.  Eound  by  the 
road  is  longer,  but  when  you  are  at  Chims- 
worthy  we'll  have  a  path  between;  then  you 
can  go  to  and  fro  as  you  like,  and  the  little 
ones  will  be  always  on  the  run.    You  can  have 
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them  all  in  with  you  when  and  as  long  as  you 
like ;  and  my  father  will  be  over-pleased  if  your 
father  will  come  and  keep  him  company  on  the 
Look-out  stone.  Since  Uncle  Taverner  and  he 
have  quarrelled  father  has  been  dull,  and  felt 
the  want  of  some  one  to  talk  to.  So  you  see 
all  will  be  just  right.  Everything  comes  as 
though  it  were  fitted  to  be  as  we  are  going 
to  make  it.' 

Again  he  paused,  waiting  for  her  answer. 
Whilst  he  had  been  speaking  slie  had  worked 
herself  up  to  the  necessary  pitch  of  resolution 
to  tell  him  something — not  all,  no  !  all  she 
could  not  tell. 

*  Larry !  it  cannot  be.  I  am  going  to  marry 
another.' 

He  stood  still,  motionless,  not  even  breath- 
ing, gazing  at  her  with  stupid  wonder.  What 
she  said  was  impossible.  Then  a  pufi"  of  north- 
west wind  came  from  the  far  ocean,  rolling  over 
the  down,  gathering  the  fragrance  of  the  yellow 
sea,  and  condensing  it ;   then  poured  it  as  a 
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breaking  wave  over  the  heads  of  those  two 
standing  in  the  lane  cut  through  the  golden 
trees.  And  witli  the  odour  came  a  hummincr, 
a  low  thrilling  music,  as  the  wind  passed 
through  the  myiiad  spines  beneath  the  foam  of 
flower,  and  set  them  vibrating  as  the  tongues  of 
^olian  harps.  The  sweetness  and  the  harmony- 
were  in  the  air,  all  around,  only  not  in  the 
hearts  of  those  two  young  people,  standing 
breast  deep  in  the  gorse-brake.  The  wind 
passed,  and  all  was  still  once  more.  They 
stood  opposite  each  other,  speechless.  Her  hand, 
which  he  had  let  go,  had  fallen,  and  the  blood 
dropped  from  it.  How  long  they  thus  stood 
neither  knew.  He  was  looking  at  her  ;  she 
had  bent  her  head,  and  the  sun  on  her  hair 
was  more  glorious  than  on  the  gorse- flowers. 
He  would  have  pierced  to  the  depth  of  her 
soul  and  read  it  if  he  could,  but  he  was  baffled. 
There  was  an  impenetrable  veil  over  it,  throuo-h 
which  he  could  not  see. 

'  You  do  not — you  have  not  loved  me,'  he 
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said  with  an  effort.  This  was  the  meaning  of 
her  coldness,  her  reserve.  Then  he  put  out 
his  left  hand  and  touched  her,  touched  her 
lightly  on  the  bosom.  That  light  touch  was 
powerful  as  the  rod  of  Moses  on  the  rock  in 
Horeb.  Her  self-control  deserted  her.  She 
clasped  her  hands  on  her  breast,  and  bowed, 
and  burst  into  convulsive  weeping,  which  was 
made  worse  by  her  efforts  to  arrest  it  and  to 
speak. 

Hillary  said  nothing.  He  was  too  dazed  to 
ask  for  any  explanation,  too  stupefied  by  the 
unexpected  declaration  that  cut  away  for  ever 
the  ground  of  his  happiness. 

She  waved  her  hand.  'Leave  me  alone. 
Go,  Larry,  go  !  I  can  tell  you  nothing  more  ! 
Let  me  alone  !     Oh,  leave  me  alone,  Larry ! ' 

He  could  not  refuse  to  obey,  her  distress 
was  so  great,  her  entreaty  so  urgent.  Silent, 
filled  with  despair,  with  his  eyes  on  the  ground, 
he  went  along  the  straight-cut  path  towards 
the  road,  and  nearly  ran  against  Kate. 
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'  Oh  !  you  here  ! '  exclaimed  the  lively  girl, 
'  then  Honor  is  not  far  distant.  Where  is  she  ? 
What,  yonder!  and  I  have  been  to  Langford 
to  look  for  her.  What  is  the  matter.^  Oh, 
fiddlesticks  !  you  have  been  making  yourselves 
and  each  other  miserable.  There  is  no  occasion 
for  that  till  all  is  desperate,  and  it  is  not  so  yet. 
Come  along,  Larry,  back  to  Honor.  I  must 
see  her ;  I  want  to  tell  her  something,  and  you 
may  as  well  be  by.  You  are  almost  one  of  the 
family.' 

She  made  him  follow  her.  Honor  had  re- 
covered her  composure  when  left  to  herself, 
unwatched,  and  she  was  able  to  disguise  her 
emotions  from  her  sister. 

'Oh,  Honor! '  exclaimed  Kate,  'I  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you.  I  think  you've  been  a  fool, 
and  too  precipitate — I  do  indeed,  and  so 
does  Sam  Voaden.  A  little  while  ago  I  chanced 
to  go  down  the  lane  after  some  water,  when, 
curiously  enough,  Sam  was  coming  along  it,  and 
we  had  a  neighbourly  word  or  two  between  us. 
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I  told  Sam  all  about  Charles,  and  wliat  Mr. 
Langford  charged  him  with.' 

'Kate — yoii  never — !'  gasped  Honor  in 
dismay. 

'I  did.  Why  not?  Where's  the  hurt? 
Sam  swore  to  me  he'd  tell  no  one.' 

'  What  is  this  ? '  asked  Hillary. 

'Don't  you  know?'  retorted  Kate.  'What, 
has  Honor  not  told  you  ?  Faith !  there  never 
was  another  girl  like  her  for  padlocking  her 
tongue.  I'm  sure  I  could  not  keep  from  teUing. 
Sam  saw  I  was  in  trouble  and  asked  the  reason, 
and  my  breast  was  as  full  as  my  pitcher,  so  it 
overflowed.  Well,  Honor,  Sam  is  not  such  a 
fool  as  some  suppose.  He  has  more  sense  than 
all  we  Luxmores  put  together — leastways,  than 
we  had  last  night.  He  says  he  don't  believe  a 
word  of  it,  and  that  you  was  to  blame  for  act- 
ing on  it  till  you  knew  it  was  true.' 

'It  is  true.  I  know  it  is  true,'  said  Honor 
disconsolately.     '  It  is  no  use  denying  it.' 

'  But,  as  Sam  said,  wdiy  act  on  it  till  it  is 
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proved?  Where  is  Charles?  All  you  know 
is  from  Taverner  Langford,  and  he  is  an  inte- 
rested party  ;  he  may  be  mistaken,  or  he  may 
put  things  wrong  way  on  wilfully.' 

'  JSTo,  Kate,  no !  You  should  not  have 
spoken.' 

'But  I  have  spoken.  If  a  pitcher  is  fiill, 
will  it  not  run  over  the  brim  ?  I  have  been 
over-full,  and  have  overflowed.  That  is  nature, 
my  nature,  and  I  can't  help  it.  No  hurt  is 
done.  Sam  will  not  talk  about  it  to  anyone ;  and 
what  he  says  shows  more  sense  than  is  to  be 
found  in  all  the  nine  heads  that  go  under  our 
cottage  roof,  wise  as  you  consider  yourself, 
Honor.  Sam  says  nothiDg  ought  to  be  pro- 
mised or  done  till  Charles  has  been  seen  and 
you  have  heard  what  account  he  can  give  of 
himself.' 

'  His  letter,  Kate  ?  ' 

'Well,  what  of  his  letter?  He  says  nothing 
about  stealing  in  it — stealing  a  thousand  pounds. 
What  he  says  may  mean  no  more  than  his 
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running  away  and  leaving  ninepence  a  day  for 
nothing.' 

'  I  am  sorry  you  spoke,'  said  Honor. 

'  I  am  glad  I  spoke,'  said  Kate  sharply.  '  I 
tell  you  Sam's  brain  is  bigger  than  all  our  nine. 
He  saw  the  rights  of  the  matter  at  once,  and — 
look  here ! — he  promised  me  that  he  would  go 
and  find  Charles  if  he's  gone  no  further  than 
Plymouth.' 

'  You  told  him  where  he  was ! '  exclaimed 
Honor,  aghast. 

'  Of  course  I  did.  I  wasn't  going  to  send 
him  off"  searching  to  Lundy  Isle  or  Patagonia. 
Well,  Sam  says  that  he'll  go  and  find  him  on 
certain  conditions  ? ' 

'On  what  conditions?  ' 

'  Never  mind,  they  don't  concern  you,  they 
are  private.  And  he  wants  to  have  a  talk  with 
Larry  first ;  but  Sam  says  he  don't  believe 
Charles  took  the  money.  He's  too  much  of 
a  Luxmore  to  act  dishonourable,  he  said.' 
Honor   was   still   unconvinced.     'Larry,'  con- 
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tinued  Kate,  '  will  you  go  at  once  to  Swaddle- 
down  and  see  Sam  ?  ' 

'  Yes ;  but  I  understand  nothing  of  what 
this  is  about.     You  must  explain  it  to  me.' 

'  No,  Larry,  go  to  Sam — he  knows  all.' 

In  after  years,  when  the  gorse  was  flowering 
full.  Honor  said  to  Larry,  '  The  honey  scent 
always  brings  back  to  my  memory  one  day.' 

'  Yes,'  he  rephed ;  '  the  furze  is  like  love, 
thorns  and  flowers ;  but  the  flowers  grow,  and 
swell,  and  burst,  and  blaze,  and  swallow  up  the 
thorns,  that  none  are  seen.' 
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CHAPTEE   XXXIV. 

THE    A^ISITATION. 

The  amazement  of  Larry  was  equalled  by  his 
indignation  when  he  heard  from  Sam  Voaden 
the  whole  story  of  the  charge  against  Charles, 
and  of  Honor  consenting  to  save  him  at  the 
cost  of  herself.  He  did  not  share  Sam's  confi- 
dence in  the  groundlessness  of  the  charge ;  he 
thought  Charles  quite  rascal  enough  to  have 
robbed  his  master  and  bolted  with  the  money. 
Nevertheless  he  thought  that  the  best  thing 
that  could  be  done  was  for  Sam  to  go  after 
Charles,  as  he  himself  could  not  do  so,  on 
account  of  his  arm  and  collar-bone;  and  he 
urged  on  Voaden  to  use  his  best  endeavours, 
if  he   found   Charles,  which  was  doubtful,  to 
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persuade  him  to  return  tlie  money,  through 
Mm,  to  Langford. 

'  When  he  finds  that  he  is  suspected  he 
may  do  that,  especially  if  you  threaten  to  hand 
him  over  to  the  constables  should  he  refuse.' 

'  I  don't  believe  he  ever  took  it,'  said  Sam. 
'  I  know  Charles  better  than  you.' 

Hillary  was  coming  away  from  Swaddle- 
down,  along  the  road  or  lane  to  Broadbury, 
when  he  met  his  uncle  Taverner,  in  his  Sunday 
suit,  a  hat  on  his  head,  walking  along  lustily, 
with  a  stick  in  his  hand. 

Larry  stood  in  the  way. 

'  Uncle  Taverner,'  he  said. 

'  Stand  aside,'  said  Langford  roughly. 

'  One  word.' 

'  Not  one  !  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  you 
or  yours.     Stand  aside  that  I  may  pass  on.' 

'  I  cannot ;  I  will  not !  You  are  in  my 
path,  not  I  in  yours — that  is,  in  the  path  of  my 
life's  happiness.' 

Langford  looked  at  him  interrogatively. 
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'  Uncle  Langford,  I  must  speak  to  you.' 

'I  am  busy,  I  have  to  go  to  the  church. 
It  is  the  rural  dean's  visitation.  I  am  church- 
warden.' 

'  I  will  not  detain  you  long.' 

'  I  will  not  be  detained  at  all.' 

'  I  must  speak  to  you,  uncle.  You  are  too 
— too  cruel !  you  have  come  between  me  and 
happiness.' 

'  Get  along.  Don't  think  anything  you  say 
will  make  me  leave  Langford  to  you.' 

'  It  is  not  that.  I  have  not  given  that  a 
thought.     But,  Honor ' 

'  What  of  Honor  .^  '  asked  Taverner  sharply, 
stopping. 

'  I  love  her,  uncle — I  love  her  with  my 
whole  heart.  I  always  have  loved  her,  more 
or  less,  but  now  I  love  her  as  I  can  love  no 
one  else.' 

'  Oh,  that  is  it ! '  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
bending  his  brows,  and  disguising  his  agitation 
and  annoyance  by  striking  the  stones  out  of 
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the  road  with  the  end  of  his  stick.  '  A  boy's 
fancy,  light  as  thistle-seed  ;  and  a  boy's  head  is 
as  full  of  fancies  as  a  thistle  is  of  seed.' 

'  Nothing  of  the  sort,'  said  the  young  man 
vehemently.  '  There  is  no  one  but  Honor  can 
make  me  what  I  know  I  ought  to  become. 
I  have  never  had  a  mother  or  a  sister  to  guide 
me.  I  have  grown  up  unchecked,  unadvised, 
and  now  I  want  my  dear,  dear  Honor  to  help 
me  to  be  what  I  should  be,  and  am  not. 
Uncle !  you  sneer  at  Chimsworthy  because  it  is 
full  of  docks,  and  thistles,  and  rushes,  but  I  am 
like  that — worthy  land,  and  none  but  Honor 
can  w^eed  me.  Why  do  you  come  cruelly 
in  between  us,  and  kill  her  happiness  as  well 
as  mine  ?  Her  you  cannot  make  other  than 
noble  and  true,  but  me  ! — me,  without  her  you 
w^ill  ruin.  I  must  have  Honor!  I  cannot  live 
without  her.  Oh,  uncle,  uncle  !  what  are  you 
doing?  It  is  unworthy  of  you  to  use  poor 
Honor's  necessity  to  wring  from  her  her  con- 
sent.    You  know  she  only  gives  it  to  save  her 
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brother.     Why,  because  she  is  generous,  would 
you  take  advantage  of  her  generosity  ?  ' 

The  lad  pleaded  with  earnestness,  vehe- 
mence, and  with  tears  in  his  voice.  Taverner 
looked  at  him,  and  thought,  '  How  like  he  is 
to  his  mother!  This  is  Blandina's  face  and 
Blandina's  voice.  He  is  not  a  Nanspian,  he  is 
a  Langford.'  But  he  said  roughly,  'Pshaw! 
let  me  go  by.  The  rural  dean  is  waiting.  Do 
not  you  mistake  me  for  a  weathercock  to  be 
turned  by  every  breath.  You  must  get  over 
your  fancy — it  is  a  fancy — or  change  it  to 
regard  for  Honor  as  your  aunt.  Do  not 
attempt  to  move  me.  What  is  settled  is 
settled.' 

As  Hillary  still  interposed  himself  between 
Langford  and  his  course  the  old  man  raised  his 
stick. 

'  Come  !  must  I  strike  you  ?  '  he  said  angrily. 
'  I've  spoken  to  you  more  freely  than  you 
deserve.  Stand  aside.  I  am  not  to  be  turned 
from  my  way  by  you  or  any  other.' 


THE    VISITATION  239 

He  went  forward  headlong,  striking  about 
liim  with  his  stick,  and  was  not  to  be  further 
stayed.  He  went,  as  he  said,  to  the  church  to 
meet  the  rural  dean,  but  not  only  because 
summoned — he  went  also  to  see  him  as  surro- 
gate, and  obtain  a  marriage  hcence. 

'  A  Langford  cannot  be  married  by  banns/ 
he  said.  'And  I'm  not  going  to  have  every- 
one in  church  sniggering  when  our  names  are 
called; 

As  he  went  along  the  road,  head  down, 
muttering,  the  face  of  Hillary  haunted  him — 
pale  with  sickness,  refined,  spiritualised  by 
suffering,  not  the  suffering  of  the  body  but  of 
the  mind.  He  was  strangely  like  Blandina 
in  her  last  sickness,  and  there  were  tones  in  his 
voice  of  entreaty  that  brought  back  to  Langford 
memories  of  his  sister  and  of  his  mother. 

He  arrived  at  the  church  before  the  rector 
and  the  rural  dean.  The  latter  was  takino-  re- 
freshment  at  the  parsonage  a  mile  away.  Would 
Nanspian  be  there  .^   He  did  not  wish  to  meet 
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him,  but  lie  would  not  be  away  lest  it  should 
be  said  he  had  feared  to  meet  him.  Nanspian 
was  not  there.  He  had  forgotten  all  about  the 
visitation. 

'  He  wants  a  deal  of  reminding/  said  the 
clerk,  who  had  unlocked  the  church.  '  He 
forgets  most  things  worse  than  ever  since  his 
stroke.' 

Langford  disengaged  himself  from  the 
clerk  and  entered  the  church — a  noble  build- 
ing, of  unusual  beauty.  In  the  nave  at  his 
feet  was  a  long  slate  stone,  and  the  name 
TAVERNER  LANGFORD.  He  knew  vcry  well  that 
the  stone  was  there,  with  its  inscription  and 
the  date  1635 ;  but  as  he  stood  looking  at 
it  an  uncomfortable  feeling  came  over  him, 
as  if  he  were  standing  at  the  edge  of  his  own 
grave.  He  was  alone  in  the  church.  The 
air  was  chill  and  damp,  and  smelt  of  decay. 
The  dry-rot  was  in  the  pews.  The  slates  were 
speckled,  showing  that  the  church  roof  was  the 
haunt  of  bats,  who  flew  about  in  flights  when 
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darkness  set  in.  If  it  were  cold  and  damp  in 
the  church,  what  must  it  be  in  the  vault  below  ? 
He  knew  what  was  there — the  dust  of  many 
Langfords,  one  or  two  old  lead  coffins  crushed 
down  by  their  own  weight.  And  he  knew 
that  some  day  he  would  lie  there,  and  the 
'  Taverner  Langford  '  on  the  stone  would  apply 
to  him  as  well  as  to  his  ancestor.  How  hor- 
rible to  be  there  at  nicrht,  with  the  cold  eatino- 
into  him,  and  the  smell  of  mildew  about 
him,  and  the  bats  fleeting  above  him !  The 
thought  made  him  uneasy,  and  he  went  out 
of  the  church  into  the  sunlight,  thinking  that 
he  would  pay  a  woman  to  scour  the  stone 
of  the  bat-stains  which  befouled  it.  He  had 
never  dreamed  of  doing  this  before,  but  when 
he  considered  that  he  must  himself  he  there,  he 
took  a  loathing  to  the  bats,  and  an  indignation 
at  tlie  vault-covering  stone  being  disfigured  by 
them. 

He  walked  through  the  coarse  grass  to  where 
his  sister  was  laid.     She  was  not  buried  in  the 
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family  vault.  Nanspian  had  not  wished 
it. 

The  clerk  came  to  him. 

'  Mr.  Nanspian  had  a  double- walled  grave 
made/  said  the  clerk,  who  was  also  sexton. 
'Folks  laughed,  I  mind,  when  he  ordered  it, 
and  said  he  was  sure  to  marry  again — a  fine 
lusty  man  like  he.  But  they  were  wrong.  He 
never  did.     He  has  bided  true  to  her  memory.' 

'  I  would  never  have  forgiven  him  had  he 
done  other,'  said  Langford. 

'I  reckon  you  never  forgive  him,  though 
he  has  not,'  said  the  solemn  clerk. 

Langford  frowned  and  moved  his  shoulders 
uneasily. 

'The  grave  is  cared  for,'  said  he  in  a 
churlish  tone. 

'  Young  Larry  Nanspian  sees  to  that,' 
answered  the  clerk.  '  If  there  be  no  other 
good  in  him  there  is  that — he  don't  forget 
what  is  due  to  his  mother,  though  she  be 
dead.' 
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Langford  put  liis  stick  to  the  letters  on  the 
headstone.  'In  loving  memory  of  Blandina 
Nanspian,  only  daughter  of  Moses  Langford,  of 
Langford,  gent.'  'Oh!'  muttered  Taverner, 
'  my  father  could  call  himself  a  gentleman 
when  he  had  Chimsworthy  as  well  as  Lang- 
ford, but  I  suppose  I  can't  call  myself 
anything  but  yeoman  on  my  poor  farm. 
Blandina  should  never  have  married,  and  then 
Chimsworthy  would  not  have  gone  out  of  the 
family.' 

'  But  to  whom  would  both  have  o-one  after 
your  death,  Mr.  Langford.^'  asked  the  clerk. 
''Twould  be  a  pity  if  an  old  ancient  family 
hke  yours  came  to  an  end,  and,  I  reckon, 
some  day  both  will  be  joined  again,  by  Mr. 
Larry.' 

'  No,  no  ! — no,  no  ! '  growled  Taverner,  and 
walked  away.  He  saw  the  rural  dean  and 
the  rector  coming  through  the  churchyard 
gate. 

An  hour  later,  Taverner  was  on  his  way 
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home.  He  had  paid  the  fee,  made  the  neces- 
sary appHcation,  and  would  receive  the  licence 
on  the  morrow.  It  was  too  late  for  him 
to  draw  back,  even  had  he  been  inchned. 
Taverner  was  a  proud  man,  and  he  was  obsti- 
nate. He  flattered  himself  that  when  he  had 
once  resolved  on  a  thing  he  always  went 
through  with  it ;  no  dissuasion,  no  impedi- 
ments turned  him  aside.  But  he  was  not  easy 
in  mind  as  he  walked  home.  Never  before 
had  he  seen  the  family  likeness  so  strong  in 
Larry  ;  he  had  caught  an  occasional  look  of 
his  mother  in  the  boy's  face  before,  but  now 
that  he  was  ill  in  mind  and  body  the  likeness 
was  striking.  Taverner  still  laid  no  great 
weight  on  Larry's  expressed  attachment  for 
Honor ;  he  did  not  know  that  love  was  not  a 
fiction,  and  was  unable  to  conceive  of  it  as 
anything  more  than  a  passing  fancy.  What 
really  troubled  the  old  man  was  the  prospect 
of  disarrangement  of  his  accustomed  mode  of 
life.     When   he   was  married  his  wife  would 
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claim  entrance  into  his  parlour,  and  would 
meddle  with  what  he  had  there,  would  use 
his  desk,  would  come  in  and  out  when  he 
was  busy,  would  talk  when  he  wanted  quiet. 
A  housekeeper  could  be  kept  in  order  by 
threat  of  dismissal,  but  a  wife  was  tied  for  life. 
Then — how  about  Larry?  He  might  forbid 
him  the  house,  but  Avould  he  keep  away? 
Would  not  he  insist  on  seeing  his  old  friend 
and  companion  and  love.  Honor  ?  That  would 
be  dangerous  to  his  own  peace  of  mind,  might 
threaten  his  happiness.  He  remembered  some 
words  of  Mrs.  Yeale,  and  his  blood  rushed 
through  his  head  like  a  scalding  wave. 

When  he  came  to  his  door  Mrs.  Yeale 
was  there.  She  seemed  to  know  by  instinct 
his  purpose  in  going  to  Bratton. 

'  Have  you  got  it,  master  ?  '  she  asked 
with  husky  voice  and  fluttering  eyelids. 

'  Got  what  ? ' 

'  What  you  went  to  get — the  licence.' 

'It   is   coming   by   post   to-morrow.     Are 
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you  satisfied  ?  '  he  asked,  sneering,  and  with 
a  glance  of  dishke. 

'  A  corpse4ight  came  up  the  lane  and 
danced  on  the  doorstep  last  night,'  said  Mrs. 
Yeale.  '  And  you  are  thinking  of  marrying ! 
"  I'd  better  have  left  things  as  they  were,"  said 
the  man  who  scalded  his  dog  to  clear  it  of 
fleas.  The  spider  spread  for  a  midget  and 
caught  a  hornet.  "  Marry  come  up,"  said  the 
mote  (tree-stump),  "  I  Avill  wed  the  flame  ;  "  so 

she  took  him,  embraced   him,  and '  Mrs. 

Yeale  stooped  to  the  hearth,  took  up  a  handful 
of  light  wood-ash,  and  blew  it  in  her  master's 
face  from  her  palm,  then  said,  '  Ashes,  remain.' 

The  ensuing  night  the  house  was  disturbed. 
Taverner  Langford  was  ill,  complaining  of 
violent  sickness,  cramps,  and  burning  in  the 
throat.  He  must  have  a  doctor  sent  for  from 
Okehampton. 

'  Get  a  doctor's  foot  on  your  floor  and  he 
leaves  his  shoes,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale.  '  No,  wait  till 
morning.    If  you're  no  better  then  we  will  send.' 
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'  Go  out  of  my  room,'  shouted  Taverner  to 
the  farm  men  and  maids  who  had  crowded  in. 
His  calls  and  hammerings  with  the  stick  had 
roused  everyone  in  the  house.  '  Do  you  think 
I  am  going  to  die  because  I'm  took  with 
spasms  ?  Mrs.  Yeale  is  enough.  Let  her 
remain.' 

'  I  reckon  I  caught  a  chill  standing  in  the 
damp  church  with  the  smell  of  the  vaults  in 
my  nose,'  said  Taverner,  sitting  in  liis  chair 
and  groaning.     '  I  felt  the  cold  rise.' 

'  It  is  waiting,'  remarked  Mrs.  Yeale. 

'  What  is  waiting .?  '  he  asked  irritably. 

'  The  corpse-candle ;  I  see  it  on  the  door- 
step. And  you  that  should  be  considering  to 
have  the  bell  tolled  ordering  a  wedding  peal ! 
Those  who  slide  on  ice  must  expect  falls, 
and  elephants  mustn't  dance  on  tight-ropes. 
Eabbits  that  burrow  in  bogs  won't  have  dry 
quarters.  The  fox  said,  "  Instead  of  eating  I 
shall  be  eaten,"  when,  seeking  a  hen-roost,  he 
walked  into  a  kennel.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXXy. 

A  WARNING. 

The  day  was  wet ;  a  warm  south-westerly  wind 
was  breathing,  not  blowing,  and  its  breath  was 
steam,  a  steam  that  condensed  into  minute 
water-drops.  The  thatch  was  dripping.  The 
window  panes  were  blind  with  shiny  films  of 
moisture.  There  had  been  dry  weather  for 
the  haysel,  glorious  weather,  and  now,  just 
when  wanted,  the  earth  was  bathed  in  a  cloud. 
It  would  be  inaccurate  to  say  that  it  rained. 
It  rained  only  under  the  eaves  and  beneath  the 
trees  ;  the  earth  was  taking  a  vapour  bath. 

Honor  and  Kate  were  in  the  cottage,  basket- 
weaving.  The  children  were  at  school.  No 
wet    dismays   the    Devonian,   but    east  wind 
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throws  him  on  his  back,  and  he  shrivels  with 
frost.  Kate  had  recovered  her  spirits  mar- 
vellously since  her  interview  with  Sam  Voaden. 
She  had  a  buoyant  heart ;  it  was  like  a  cork  in 
water,  that  might  be  pressed  under,  but  came 
up  with  a  leap  again.  She  felt  keenly  for  the 
time,  but  wounds  speedily  healed  with  her. 
It  was  other  with  Honor ;  she  remained  de- 
pressed, pale,  thin  looking,  and  silent.  She 
said  nothing  to  her  sister  about  Hillary.  Kate 
had  some  glimmering  idea  that  Honor  liked 
the  young  man,  but  did  not  suppose  that  there 
was  more  in  her  heart  than  a  hking.  But 
Kate,  though  she  dearly  loved  her  sister,  was 
somewhat  in  awe  of  her.  She  never  ventured 
to  peer  into  her  soul,  and  she  understood 
nothing  of  what  went  on  there.  Honor  was 
scrupulous,  precise,  close ;  and  Kate,  though  a 
good-hearted,  true  girl,  was  not  close,  but  open, 
not  precise,  but  careless,  and  ready  to  stretch 
a  point  of  conscience  to  suit  her  pleasure. 
Kate,  in  the  presence  of  Honor,  was  much  like 
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an  unmathematical  boy  set  over  a  problem  in 
Euclid.  She  was  sure  that  all  was  very  true 
in  Honor's  mind,  but  also  that  the  process 
by  which  it  arrived  at  its  conclusions  was 
beyond  her  understanding.  Honor  possessed, 
what  is  the  prerogative  of  few  women,  a  just 
mind.  Forced  by  her  position  into  dividing 
between  the  children  who  looked  up  to  her, 
obhged  to  consider  their  complaints  against 
each  other  in  petty  quarrels  from  opposite 
sides,  and  of  deciding  equably,  she  had  ac- 
quired breadth  and  fairness  and  self-restraint, 
against  action  upon  impulse.  Kate  was  eager 
to  take  side?,  and  was  partial ;  Honor  never. 
She  was  always  disposed  to  consider  that  there 
was  something  to  be  said  on  the  side  opposed 
to  that  first  presented  to  her,  and  was  cautious 
not  to  pronounce  an  opinion  till  she  had  heard 
both  sides.  This  Kate  could  not  understand, 
and  she  regarded  her  sister  as  wanting  in 
warmth  and  enthusiasm. 

'  No  news  yet  from  Sam,'  said  Kate.    '  That 
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is  odd.  I  thought  we  should  have  known  at 
once  about  Charles.' 

'  How  could  that  be  ?  Plymouth  is  a  large 
place,  and  Sam  Yoaden  will  not  know  Avhere 
to  look.  It  is  even  possible  that  Charles  may 
have  sailed.' 

'If  he  has  sailed  you  need  not  be  tied  to 
old  Langford — that  is,  not  unless  you  like.' 

'  I  have  passed  my  word.  I  cannot  with- 
draw.' 

'  Fiddlesticks-ends  I  You  only  promised  on 
condition  that  Mr.  Langford  would  not  proceed 
against  Charles.' 

'  He  has  not  proceeded.' 

'  He  can't — if  Charles  is  out  of  England.' 

'  But  he  might  have  done  so  the  day  he 
discovered  his  loss,  before  Cliarles  got  away. 
I  gave  my  word  to  prevent  his  taking  imme- 
diate action,  and  so  Charles  had  time  to  make 
his  escape  from  the  country.' 

'  Taverner  Lan oxford  had  no  rio-ht  to  ask  it 
of  you.' 
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'  He  did  ask  it,  and  I  gave  my  word.  I 
cannot  withdraw  now.  That  would  not  be 
fair  and  right.' 

Kate  shrugged  her  shoulders.  '  I  should 
pay  him  out  in  his  own  coin.' 

'  Like  Charles  at  the  circus  .^  ' 

Kate  coloured.  '  That  was  another  mat- 
ter altogether.  Mr.  Langford  had  no  right 
to  put  such  a  price  on  his  forbearance. 
Besides,  I  don't  believe  in  Charles's  guilt. 
Sam  does  not,  and,  thick  as  some  folks  think 
Sam,  he  has  as  much  brains  as  are  wanted  to 
fill  a  large  skull,  and  these  of  first  quality. 
Sam  can  see  into  a  millstone.' 

'  Yes,  Kate,  but  what  is  in  a  millstone  ? — 
the  same  as  outside.' 

'  Sam  says  that  he  knows  Charles  is  inno- 
cent.' 

'  What  reasons  does  he  give  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  none  at  all.  I  did  not  ask  for 
any.  He  thinks  it,  that  is  enough  for 
me.' 
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'  He  thinks  it,  now ;  tie  knows  it,  a  minute 
ago.' 

'I  am  quite  sure  that  Charles  never  took 
the  money.' 

'Why?' 

'There  you  are  again  with  your  "whys." 
Because  Sam  says  it.' 

'Yes,  dear  Kate,  Sam  is  a  good-hearted 
fellow,  who  will  not  think  badly  of  anyone, 
and  he  supposes  others  are  as  straightforAvard 
as  himself.' 

'  You  have  a  dozen  splendid  reasons  for 
thinking  Charles  a  thief,  and  not  one  of  them 
convinces  me.  1  don't  know  why,  except  that 
Sam  is  so  positive ;  but  I  will  scratch  all  the 
silver  off  my  looking-glass  if  I  am  wrong. 
Charles  did  not  take  the  money.' 

Honor  said  no  more.  It  was  useless  arguing 
with  Kate,  and  nothing  was  gained  if  she  did 
convince  her.  The  girls  worked  on  for  a  few 
minutes  in  silence ;  then  Kate  burst  out  with, 
'After  all,  I  do  not  see  anything  so  dreadful 
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in  becoming  Mrs.  Langford.  One  cannot  have 
everything.  Taverner  has  not  the  youth  and 
looks  of — say  Sam  Yoaden,  but  Sam  Voaden 
has  no  money  of  his  own,  and  Mr.  Langford 
can  roll  in  money  when  his  back  itches.  Lang- 
ford is  a  very  fine  property  still,  and  the 
house  is  first-rate.  If  I  take  Sam  at  any  time — 
I  don't  say  I  shall — I  shall  have  to  put  up 
with  poverty.  If  you  take  Taverner  Langford 
you  must  put  up  with  ugliness.  You  can't 
catch  herring  and  hake  at  one  fishing.'  Then 
she  burst  into  a  ringing  laugh. 

'  It  will  be  worth  while  marrying  him  only 
for  the  fun  of  making  Larry  Nanspian  call  you 
aunt.'  Honor  winced,  but  Kate  was  too 
tickled  by  the  idea  to  observe  her  sister's 
face. 

'  When  is  it  to  be,  Honor .?  It  is  mean  of 
you  to  be  so  secret  about  the  day.  I  am  your 
sister,  and  I  ought  to  know.' 

'  I  only  do  not  tell  you  because  you  cannot 
keep  a  secret,  and  I  wish  no  one  to  know  till 
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all  is  over.  Some  morning  wlien  nothing  is  ex- 
pected, it '     She  shivered  and  turned  her 

face  to  the  wall. 

'  I  will  not  blab.  I  ^vill  not,  indeed, 
dear.' 

'  Some  day  this  week.  Well,  if  you  must 
know,  Thursday.  Pray  be  secret ;  you  will 
only  add  to  my  pain,  my  shame,  if  it  be  known, 
and  a  crowd  of  the  curious  be  assembled  to  see. 
He  also  wished  it  to  be  kept  from  getting  wind. 
Indeed,  he  insisted.' 

'  I  don't  like  a  marriage  without  smart 
dresses  and  bridesmaids.  Who  is  to  be  best 
man  ?  I  don't  believe  old  Tavemer  has  a 
friend  anywhere.  Why — Honor,  he'll  be  my 
brother-in-law.  That  is  a  strange  prospect. 
We'll  come  up  to  Langford  and  see  you 
every  day,  that  you  may  not  be  dull.  What 
are  you  going  to  do  with  Mrs.  Veale  ?  You 
are  surely  not  going  to  keep  her  !  Do  you 
know,  Honor,  in  the  kitchen  is  a  darling  china 
spaniel,  just  like  ours  yonder  on  the  mantel- 
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piece,  and  he  turns  his  head  the  opposite  way 
to  ours.  I'm  really  glad  you  are  going  to 
marry  Mr.  Langford,  because  then  the  dogs 
will  make  a  pair.  They  look  so  desolate,  one 
here  and  the  other  there  ;  they  are  ordained  to 
keep  company.'  Honor  said  nothing  ;  she  let 
her  sister  rattle  on  without  paying  heed  to  her 
tattle. 

'  Honor,'  said  Kate,  '  do  you  know  whence 
Charles  got  the  notion  of  putting  the  five- 
pound  note  under  the  dog  ?  Guess.' 
'  I  cannot  guess.  It  does  not  matter.' 
'Yes,  it  does  matter.  Charles  got  the 
notion  from  sweet  Mrs.  Yeale.  When  I  was 
at  Langford  looking  for  you,  I  saw  that  she 
used  the  dog  as  a  place  for  putting  things 
away  that  must  not  lie  about.  If  you  turn  one 
of  these  china  dogs  on  end,  you  will  see  that 
they  are  hollow.  Well,  Mrs.  Veale  had 
stuffed  a  packet  of  rat  poison  into  the  dog. 
You  remember  the  man  at  the  Eevel  who  sold 
hones  and  packets  of  poison  for  mice  and  rats  ? 
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Do  you  not  recollect  the  board  above  his  table 
with  the  picture  on  it  of  the  vermin  tumbling 
about  as  if  drunk,  and  some  lying  on  their 
backs  dead  ?  All  his  packets  were  in  yellow 
paper  with  a  picture  on  them  in  small  like 
that  on  the  board.  It  does  not  seem  right  to 
let  poison  lie  about.  I  should  lock  it  up  if  I 
had  it ;  but  Mrs.  Veale  is  unlike  everyone  else 
in  her  appearance  and  in  her  talk,  and,  I 
suppose,  in  her  actions.  She  keeps  the  yellow 
paper  of  rat-poison  in  the  body  of  the  china 
spaniel.  I  saw  her  take  it  thence,  and  stow  it 
in  there  again.  The  place  is  not  amiss.  JSTo 
one  would  dream  of  looking  there  for  it. 
Who  knows?  Perhaps  Mrs.  Veale  keeps  her 
money  in  the  same  place.  Charles  may  have 
seen  that,  and  when  he  came  here,  and  wanted 
to  give  us  five  pounds  and  escape  thanks,  he 
put  it  under  the  dog.  That  is  reasonable,  is  it 
not.  Honor  ?  '     Honor  did  not  answer.  * 

'  I  declare  !  '   exclaimed  Kate    impatiently. 
'  You  have  not  been  attending  to  what  I  said.' 

VOL    IT.  •  S 
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'  Yes,  I  have.  Kate.' 

'  What  was  1  saying  ?  Tell  me  if  you 
can.' 

'  You  said  that  Mrs.  Yeale  kept  her  money 
in  a  china  dog  on  the  chimneypiece.' 

'  No,  I  did  not.  I  said  she  kept  rat- 
poison  there  in  a  yellow  paper.' 

'  Yes,  Kate,  so  you  did.  She  hides  the 
poison  there  lest  careless  hands  should  get  hold 
of  it.' 

'  I  am  glad  you  have  had  the  civility  to 
listen.  You  seemed  to  me  to  be  in  a  dream. 
I  don't  think,  after  all.  Honor,  but  for  Sam, 
that  I  should  mind  being  in  your  place.  It 
must  be  an  experience  as  charming  as  new  to 
have  money  at  command.  After  all,  an  old 
man  in  love  is  led  by  the  nose,  and  you,  Honor, 
he  must  love,  so  you  can  take  him  about,  and 
make  him  do  exactly  what  you  want.  I 
almost  envy  you.     Where  is  father?  ' 

'  Gone  to  see  Frize,  the  shoemaker.     I  had 
a  pair  of  shoes  ordered  from  him  two  months 
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ago,  and  father  has  gone  to  see  if  they  are 
done.     I  shall  want  them  on  Thursday.' 

'  Father  is  quite  pleased  at  the  idea  of  your 
marriage.  I  know  he  is.  He  makes  sure  of 
getting  Coombe  Park.  He  says  that  Mr.  Lang- 
ford  will  lend  the  money ;  and  he  expects 
grand  days  when  we  get  our  own  again. 
Father  don't  believe  any  more  in  Cliarles  being 
guilty,  after  I  told  him  Sam's  reasons.' 

'  What  reasons  ? ' 

'  Well,  I  mean  assertions.  Does  father  know 
the  day  on  which  you  are  to  be  married  ? ' 

'  No,  Kate.  Mr.  Langford  wished  him  not 
to  be  told.  Father  is  so  obliging,  so  good- 
natured,  that  if  anyone  were  to  press  him  to 
tell,  he  could  not  keep  the  secret,  so  we  thought 
it  best  not  to  let  him  know  till  just  at  the  last.' 

'Won't  father  be  proud  when  you  are  at 
Langford!  Wliy,  the  van  will  not  contain 
all  his  self-importance.  To  have  his  eldest 
daughter  married  into  one  of  the  best  and 
oldest  famihes   of   the   neidibom^iood,  to  be 
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planted  in  the  best  lionse — after  Squire 
Impey's — in  the  parish !  My  dear  Honor ! 
an  idea  strikes  me.  Shall  I  throw  myself  at 
Squire  Impey's  head  ?  Father  would  go  stark 
mad  with  pride  if  that  were  so — that  is,  if  I  suc- 
ceedeJ.  And  if  he  got  Coombe  back,  we  three 
woidd  rule  the  parish.  We  might  all  three 
become  feoffees  of  Coryndon's  Charity,  and  pass 
the  land  round  among  us.  That  would  be 
grand !  Honor !  what  is  to  be  done  with  Mrs. 
Veale?  I  cannot  abide  the  woman.  It  was  a 
queer  idea,  was  it  not,  putting  the  rat-poison 
in  the  china  dog  ?  ' 

All  at  once  Kate  looked  up.  'My  dear 
Honor,  talk  of  somebody  that  sliall  be  name- 
less, and  he  is  sure  to  appear.'  She  spoke  in  a 
whisper,  as  Mrs.  Yeale  came  from  the  steps  in 
at  the  door.  She  had  a  dark  cloak  thrown 
over  her  pale  cotton  dress.  She  stood  in  the 
doorway  blinking  nervously. 

Honor  stood  up,  j^ut  her  light  work  aside, 
and,   with   her    usual    courtesy   to   all,   went 
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towards  her.     '  Do  you  want  me,  Mrs.  Yeale  ? 
Will  you  take  a  cliair  ? ' 

'  No,  I  will  not  sit  clown.  So ' — slie  looked 
about — '  you  will  go  from  a  hovel  to  a  man- 
sion !  At  least,  so  you  expect.  Take  care ! 
Take  care,  lest,  in  trying  to  jump  into  the 
saddle,  you  jump  over  the  horse.' 

Honor  moved  a  chair  towards  the  woman. 
Kate  looked  curiously  at  her.  The  pale,  faded 
creature  stood  looking  about  her  in  an  inquisi- 
tive manner.  '  I've  come  with  a  message,'  she 
said.  'You  are  very  set  on  getting  into 
Langford,  eh?  Oh,  Langford  is  a  palace  to 
this  cottage.' 

Honor  did  not  answer.  She  drew  up  her 
head,  and  made  no  further  offer  of  a  seat. 
'  What  is  your  message  ? '  she  asked  coldly. 
But  Kate  fired  up  in  her  sister's  defence,  and, 
tossing  her  head,  said,  'Don't  you  suppose, 
Mrs.  Veale,  that  Honor,  or  my  father,  or  I,  or 
Joe,  or  any  of  us  think  that  a  prize  has  been 
drawn  in  your  master.     Quite  the  other  way — 


262  RED   SPIDER 

lie  is  in  luck.  He  don't  deserve  what  he  has 
got,  for  Honor  is  a  treasure.' 

'  What  message  have  you  brought  ?  '  asked 
Honor  again. 

The  vindictiveness  against  the  girl  seemed 
to  have  disappeared  from  the  woman — at  least, 
she  did  not  look  at  Honor  with  the  same  male- 
volent glance  as  formerly  ;  and,  indeed,  she  was 
not  now  so  full  of  hate  against  her  as  anger 
against  Langford — the  deadlier  passion  had  ob- 
scured the  weaker. 

'  What  is  tlie  message  ? '  she  repeated. 

'  Oh,  this :  You  and  your  father  are  to 
come  up  to  Langford  as  soon  as  you  can. 
Lawyer  Physick  be  there  and  waiting.'  Then, 
with  quivering  voice  and  eyelids,  and  trem- 
bling hands  thrust  through  her  black  cloak, 
'  I — I  be  sent  wi'  this  message.  He  had  the 
face  to  send  me !  Him  that  I've  served  true, 
and  followed  as  a  hound  these  fifteen  years, 
turns  against  me  now,  and  drives  me  from 
his  door !     Look  here,  Miss  Honor  Luxmore  ! ' 
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Slie  held  up  her  long  white  finger  before 
her  face.  '  I've  knowed  a  man  as  had  a  dog, 
and  that  dog  wi'  ill-treatment  went  mad,  and 
when  the  dog  were  mad  slie  bit  her  master, 
and  he  died.'  She  blinked  and  quivered,  and 
as  she  quivered  the  water-drops  flew  off  her 
cloak  over  the  slate  floor,  almost  as  if  a  poodle 
had  shaken  himself.  '  Take  care  ! '  she  said 
again,  '  take  care  !  The  man  that  kicks  at  me 
won't  spare  you.  Take  care,  I  say  again.  Be 
warned  against  him.  "  I've  given  you  his  mes- 
sag;e,   but  don't  take   it.     Don't  £fo  to  Lanor- 

o     '  Co 

ford.  Let  Lawyer  Physick  go  away.  The 
licence  has  come.  Let  it  o-o  to  li^dit  a  fire. 
Make  no  use  of  it.  Stay  where  you  are,  and  let 
the  master  find  he's  been  made  a  fool  of.  Best 
so  !  In  the  hitting  of  nails  you  may  hammer 
your  knuckles.  I've  served  him  fifteen  years 
as  if  I  were  his  slave,  and  now  he  bids  me 
pack.  "  I  sliould  have  thought  of  my  thatch 
before  I  fired  my  chimney,"  said  the  man  who 
was  burnt  out  of  house  and  home.' 
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'  Go  back  to  Langforcl,  and  say  that  my 
father  and  I  will  be  there  shortly.' 

'  Then  take  the  consequences.'  Mrs.  Yeale's 
eyes  for  a  moment  glittered  like  steel,  then 
disappeared  under  her  winking  white  lashes. 
She  turned  and  left  the  cottage,  muttering, 
'  When  the  owl  hoots  look  out  for  sorrow. 
When  the  dog  bays  he  smells  death,  and  I  am 
his  dog — and,  they  say,  his  blinking  owl.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXXYI. 

A   SETTLEMENT. 

Oliver  Luxmore  entered  shortly  after  Mrs. 
Yeale  liacl  left.  '  Frize  promises  the  shoes  by 
Monday,'  he  said. 

Then  Honor  told  him  that  he  and  she 
were  awaited  at  Lano-ford,  and  she  went 
upstairs  to  get  herself  ready.  In  the  corner  of 
her  room  was  an  old  oak  box,  in  Avhich 
she  kept  her  clothes  and  few  treasures.  She 
opened  it,  and  took  out  the  red  cloak,  her  best 
and  brightest  pair  of  red  stockings.  Then  she 
touched  the  paper  that  contained  the  kerchief 
Larry  had  given  her.  Should  she  wear  it? 
No  ;  that  she  conld  not  wear,  and  yet  she  felt 
as  if  to  have  it  crossed  over  her  bosom  would 
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give  it  v/armtli  and  strength.  She  opened  the 
paper  and  looked  at  the  white  silk,  with  its 
pretty  moss-rose  buds  and  sprigs  of  forget-me- 
not.  A  tear  fell  from  her  eye  on  it.  She 
folded  it  up  again,  and  put  it  away. 

Presently  she  came  downstairs,  dressed  to 
go  with  her  father.  On  Sundays  she  wore  a 
straw  bonnet  with  cherry- coloured  ribbons  in 
it,  but  now  that  the  air  was  full  of  moisture  she 
could  not  risk  her  pretty  bows  in  the  wet. 
She  would  draw  the  hood  of  her  scarlet  cloak 
over  her  head. 

Xeither  she  nor  her  father  spoke  much  on 
the  way  to  Langford.  He  was,  as  Kate  had 
said,  not  ill-pleased  at  the  alliance — indeed,  but 
for  the  trouble  about  Charles,  he  would  have 
been  exultant. 

Honor  had  been  brought  to  accept  what 
was  best  for  her  and  for  all  the  family  at  last. 
Oliver  had  easily  accepted  Kate's  assertion  that 
Charles  was  innocent,  but  he  would  not  main- 
tain the   innocence  of  Charles  before  Honor, 
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lest  it  should  cause  her  to  draw  back  from  lier 
engagement. 

Even  on  a  fine  day,  with  the  sun  streaming 
in  at  the  two  windows,  Langford's  parlour  was 
not  cheerful.  It  was  panelled  with  deal, 
painted  slate-grey ;  the  mouldings  were  coarse 
and  heavy.  There  were  no  curtains  to  the 
windows,  only  blinds,  no  carpet  on  the  lloor, 
and  the  furniture  was  stiff,  the  chairs  and  sofa 
covered  with  black  horsehair.  What  was  in 
the  room  was  in  sound  condition  and  substan- 
tial, but  tasteless.  Even  the  table  w^as  bare  of 
cover.  Till  Honor  entered  in  her  scarlet  cloak 
there  was  not  a  speck  of  pure  colour  in  the 
room.  She  removed  her  cloak,  and  stood  in  a 
dark  gown,  somewhat  short,  showing  below  it 
a  strip  of  red  petticoat  and  her  red  stockings. 
Eound  her  neck  was  a  white  handkerchief,  of 
cotton,  not  of  silk. 

Mr.  Physick  and  Langford  were  at  the  table ; 
they  were  waiting,  and  had  been  expecting  them. 
Both  rose  to  receive  her  and  her  father,  the 
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first  with  efTusioD,  the  latter  with  some  embar- 
rassment. 

'  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  sir  ?  '  asked 
the  carrier  of  Taverner  Langford.  '  You  don't 
look  yom'self  to-day.' 

'  I've  been  unwell,'  answered  the  yeoman. 
'  I  had  to  be  down  at  the  church  t'other  day  to 
meet  the  rural  dean,  as  I'm  churchwarden,  and 
Nanspian  is  too  lazy  to  act;  I  heated  myself 
with  walking,  and  I  had  an  encounter  with  the 
young  Merry  Andrew  on  the  way.'  He  glanced 
at  Honor,  but  she  neither  stirred  nor  raised  her 
eyes  from  the  table.  '  Some  words  passed.  He 
was  impudent,  and  I  nigh  on  thrashed  him.  I 
w^ould  have  chastised  him,  but  that  he  had  a 
broken  arm.  My  blood  w^as  up,  and  I  had  to 
stand  in  the  damp  church,  and  I  reckon  I  got 
a  chill  there.  I  w^as  taken  bad  in  the  night, 
and  thouglit  I  must  die — burning  pains  and 
cramps,  but  it  passed  off.  I'm  better  now.  It 
was  an  inflammation,  but  I'm  getting  right 
again.     I  have  to  be  careful  what  I  eat,  that  is 
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all.  Slops — slops.  I  wouldn't  dare  touch 
that,'  said  he,  pointing  to  a  brandy  bottle  beside 
the  lawyer.    '  It  would  feed  the  fire  and  kill  me.' 

'  My  opinion  is  that  the  affection  is  of  the 
heart,  not  of  the  stomach,'  laughed  Physick, 
'  and  when  I  look  at  Miss  Honor  I'm  not  sur- 
prised at  the  burning.  Enough  to  set  us  all  in 
flames,  eh,  Langford  ?  Heartburn,  man,  heart- 
burn ! — nothing  worse  than  that,  and  now 
you're  going  to  take  the  best  medicine  to  cure 
that  disorder.' 

'  Not  that  at  all,'  said  Taverner  surlily.  '  J 
caught  a  chill  across  me  standing  waiting  in 
the  church  at  the  visitation ;  I  felt  the  cold  and 
damp  come  up  out  of  the  vault  to  me.  I  was 
taken  ill  the  same  night.' 

'  You've  a  nice  house  here,'  said  the  lively 
Physick,  '  a  little  cold  such  a  day  as  this,  with 
tlie  drizzle  against  the  windows,  but — love  will 
keep  it  warm.  What  do  you  think.  Miss 
Honor,  of  the  nest,  eh  ?  Lined  with  wool,  eh  ? 
well,  money  is  better  than  wool.' 
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Honor  measured  him  with  a  haughty  glance, 
and  Physick,  somewhat  disconcerted,  turned 
to  the  carrier  and  Mr.  Langford  to  discuss 
business. 

Honor  remained  standing,  cold,  composed, 
and  resolute,  but  with  a  heart  weaker  than 
her  outward  appearance  betokened.  '  Come,' 
said  Physick,  '  next  to  the  parson  I'm  the 
most  necessary  workman  to  hammer  the  chain. 
The  parson  can  do  something  for  the  present, 
I  for  the  future.  If  you  will  listen  to 
the  settlement,  you  won't  grumble  at  my 
part.  Little  as  you  may  think  of  me,  I've 
had  your  interests  in  eye.  I've  taken  care  of 
you.' 

'  You  have  done  nothing  but  what  I  have 
bid  you,'  said  Taverner  roughly.  '  Oliver 
Luxmore  and  I  talked  it  over  before  you,  and 
you  have  written  what  we  decided.' 

'  Oh,  of  course,  of  course !  '  exclaimed 
Physick,  '  but  there  are  two  ways  of  doing  a 
thing.     A  slip  of  the  pen,  a  turn  of  expression, 
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and  all  is  spoiled.  I've  been  careful,  and  I  do 
consider  it  hard  that  the  parson  who  blesses  the 
knot  should  be  allowed  to  claim  a  kiss,  and 
the  lawyer  who  plaits  it  should  not  be  allow^ed 
even  to  ask  for  one.'  He  glanced  at  Taverner 
and  Oliver  and  winked. 

'  Certainly,  certainly,'  ^aid  the  carrier. 

'  Come,'  said  Lanoford,  '  to  business.  I  Avant 
her ' — he  pointed  with  his  elbow^  at  Honor — 
'  to  see  what  I  have  done.  I'm  a  fair  man,  and 
I  want  her  to  see  that  I  have  dealt  generously 
by  her,  and  to  know  if  she  be  content.' 

'  I  have  asked  you  for  one  thing,  ]Mr. 
Langford,  and  that  you  have  refused.  I  must 
needs  be  content  with  wdiatever  you  have 
decided  for  me,  but  I  care  for  nothing  else.' 

'  Listen,  listen,  Honor,  before  you  speak,' 
said  Oliver  Luxmore.  'I  have  considered  your 
interests  as  your  father,  and  I  think  you  will 
say  that  /  also  have  dealt  handsomely  by 
you.' 

'  You,  dear  father  ! '     She  wondered  what 
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he  could  have  done,  he  who  had  nothing,  who 
was  in  del)t. 

'  Eead,'  said  Luxmore,  and  coughed  a  self- 
complacent,  important  cough. 

The  settlement  was  simple.  It  provided 
that  in  the  event  of  Honor  becoming  a  widow, 
in  accordance  with  a  settlement  made  in  the 
marriao'e  of  Moses  Lan^ford  and  Blandina  Hill, 
the  father  and  mother  of  Taverner  Langford,  the 
property  should  be  charged  to  the  amount  of 
seventy-five  pounds  to  be  levied  annually,  and 
that,  in  the  event  of  issue  arising  from  the 
contemplated  marriage,  in  accordance  with  the 
afore-mentioned  settlement  the  property  was  to 
go  to  the  eldest  son,  charged  with  the  seventy- 
live  pounds  for  his  mother,  and  that  every  other 
child  was,  on  its  coming  of  age,  to  receive  one 
hundred  pounds,  to  be  levied  out  of  the  estate. 
And  it  was  further  agreed  between  Taverner 
Langford  and  OHver  Luxmore  that,  in  the  event 
of  the  latter  receiving  the  estates  of  the  Lux- 
more family,  named  Coombe  Park,  in  the  parish 
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of  Bratton  Clovelly  and  other,  lie,  the  said 
Ohver  lAixmore,  should  pay  to  Taverner  Lang- 
ford,  the  husband  of  his  daughter,  the  sum  of 
five  hundred  pounds  to  be  invested  in  tlie  three 
per  cents,  for  the  benefit  of  the  said  Honor 
Lanoford,  alias  Luxmore.  during^  her  lifetime, 
and  to  her  sole  use,  and  with  power  of  disposal 
by  will.  This  was  the  stipulation  Oliver  had 
made ;  he  insisted  on  this  crenerous  offer  beini]^ 
accepted  and  inserted  in  the  marriage  contract. 
Honor  listened  attentively  to  every  word.  She 
was  indifferent  what  provision  was  made  for 
herself,  but  she  hoped  against  conviction  that 
Langford  would  bind  himself  to  do  something 
for  her  father.  Instead  of  that  her  father  had 
bound  himself  to  pay  five  hundred  pounds  in 
the  improbable  event  of  his  getting  Coombe 
Park.     Poor  flither  !  poor  father  ! 

'  You  have  done  nothing  of  w^hat  I  asked/ 
said  Honor. 

'  I  have  no  wish  to  act  unijenerously,' 
answered  Taverner.      '  Your  request  was  un- 

YOL.  II.  T 
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reasonable  ;  however,  I  have  acted  fairly,  I 
have  promised  to  advance  your  fatlier  a  hundred 
pounds  to  assist  him  in  the  prosecuting  of  his 
claims.' 

'There,'  said  Oliver  Luxmore,  'you  see. 
Honor,  that  your  marriage  is  about  to  help 
the  whole  family.  We  shall  come  by  our 
rio-hts  at  last.  We  shall  recover  Coombe 
Park.' 

Then  Taverner  went  to  the  door  and  called 
down  the  passage,  '  Mrs.  Yeale  !  Come  here  ! 
You  are  wanted  to  witness  some  signatures.' 

The  housekeeper  came,  paler,  more  trem- 
bling than  usual,  with  her  eyes  fluttering,  but 
with  sharp  malignant  gleams  flashing  out  of 
them  from  under  the  white  throbbing  lashes. 

'  I  be  tliat  nervous,'  she  said,  '  and  my  hand 
shakes  so  I  can  hardly  write.' 

She  stooped,  and  indeed  her  hand  did 
tremble.  'I'm  cooking  the  supper,'  she  said, 
«  you  must  excuse  the  apron.'  As  she  wrote  she 
turned  her  head  and  looked  at  her  master.     He 
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was  not  observing  her,  and  the  lawyer  was  indi- 
cating the  place  where  she  was  to  write  and  was 
holding  down  the  sheet,  but  Honor  saw  the  look 
full  of  deadly  hate,  a  look  that  made  her  heart 
stand  still,  and  the  thought  to  spring  into  her 
brain,  '  That  woman  ought  not  to  remain  in  the 
house  another  hour,  she  is  dangerous.' 

When  Mrs.  Veale  had  done,  she  rose,  put 
her  hands  under  her  apron,  curtsied,  and  said, 
'  May  I  make  so  bold  as  to  ask  if  that  be  the 
master's  w^ill  ? ' 

'  No,  it  is  not,'  said  Langford. 

'  Thank  you,  sir,'  said  Mrs.  Veale,  curtsey- 
ing again.  '  You'll  excuse  the  liberty,  but  if  it 
had  been,  I'd  have  said,  remember  I've  served 
your  honour  these  fifteen  years  faithful  as  a 
dog,  and  now  in  my  old  age  I'm  kicked  out, 
though  not  past  work.' 

She  curtsied  again,  and  went  backward  out 
of  the  room  into  the  passage. 

Langford  shut,  slammed  the  door  in  her 
face. 
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'Is  the  woman  a  little  touched  here?' 
asked  the  lawyer,  pointing  to  his  forehead. 

'  Oil  no,  not  a  bit,  only  disappointed.  She 
has  spent  fifteen  years  in  laying  traps  for 
me,  and  I  liave  been  wise  enough  to  avoid 
them  all.'  Then  he  opened  the  door  sud- 
denly and  saw  her  there,  in  the  dark  passage, 
her  face  distorted  with  passion  and  her  fist 
raised. 

'  Mrs.  Yeale,'  said  the  yeoman,  '  lay  the 
supper  and  have  done  with  this  nonsense.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,'  she  said,  changing  her 
look  and  making  another  curtsey,  '  was  it  the 
marriage  settlement  now  ?  I  suppose  it  was.  I 
wish  you  every  happiness,  and  health  to  enjoy 
your  new  condition.  Health  and  happiness ! 
I'm  to  leave,  and  that  young  chick  to  take  my 
place.  May  she  enjoy  herself.  And,  Mr. 
Langford,  may  you  please,  as  long  as  you  live, 
to  remember  me.' 

'  Go  along  !  Lay  the  table,  and  bring  in 
supper.' 
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'  What  will  you  please  to  take,  master  ? ' 
asked  the  woman  in  an  altered  tone. 

'  Bring  me  some  brotli.  I'll  take  no  solids. 
I'm  not  right  yet.  For  the  rest,  the  best  you 
have  in  the  house.' 

Mrs.  Veale  laid  the  table.  The  lawyer, 
Langford,  the  carrier,  and  Honor  were  seated 
round  the  room,  very  stiffly,  silent,  watching 
the  preparations  for  the  meal. 

Presently  Honor  started  up.  She  was  un- 
accustomed to  be  Avaited  upon,  incapable  of 
remaining  idle. 

'  I  will  go  help  to  prepare  the  supper,'  she 
said,  and  went  into  the  passage. 

This  passage  led  directly  from  the  front 
door  through  the  house  to  the  kitchen.  It  was 
dark  ;  all  the  light  it  got  was  from  the  front 
door,  or  through  the  kitchen  when  one  or 
other  door  was  left  open.  Originally  the  front 
door  had  opened  into  a  hall  or  reception  room 
with  window  and  fireplace ;  but  Taverner  had 
battened  off  the  passage,  and  converted  the  old 
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hall  into  a  room  where  lie  kept  saddles  and 
bridles  and  other  things  connected  with  the 
stables.  By  shutting  off  the  window  by  the 
partition  he  had  darkened  the  passage,  and 
consequently  the  kitchen  door  had  invariably 
to  be  left  open  to  light  it.  In  this  dark  passage 
stood  Honor,  looking  down  it  to  the  kitchen 
which  was  full  of  light,  whilst  she  pinned  up 
the  skirt  of  her  best  gown,  so  as  not  to  soil  it 
whilst  engaged  in  serving  up  the  supper.  As 
she  stood  thus  she  saw  Mrs.  Yeale  at  the  fire 
stirring  the  broth  for  her  master  in  an  iron 
saucepan.  She  put  her  hand  to  the  mantelshelf, 
took  down  the  china  dog,  and  Honor  saw  her 
remove  from  its  inside  a  packet  of  yellow 
paper,  empty  the  contents  into  the  pan,  then 
burn  the  paper  and  pour  the  broth  into  a  bowl. 
In  a  moment  Kate's  story  of  the  rat  poison  in 
the  body  of  the  dog  recurred  to  Honor,  and 
she  stood  paralysed,  unable  to  resolve  what  to 
do.  Then  she  recalled  the  look  cast  at  Taverner 
by  Mrs.  Yeale  as  she  was  signing  the  settlement 
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as  ^vitness.  Honor  reopened  the  parlour  door, 
went  into  the  room  agam  she  had  just  left,  and 
seated  herself,  that  she  might  collect  her 
thoughts  and  determine  what  to  do.  Kate 
was  not  a  reliable  authority,  and  it  was  not 
judicious  to  act  on  information  given  by  her 
sister  without  having  proved  it.  Honor  had 
seen  Mrs.  Veale  thrust  the  yellow  paper  into 
the  flames  inider  the  pot.  She  could  not  there- 
fore be  sure  by  examination  that  it  was  the 
rat-poison  packet.  Slie  remained  half  in  a 
dream  wliilst  the  supper  was  laid,  and  woke 
Avith  a  start  when  Taverner  said,  '  Come  to 
table  all,  and  we  will  ask  a  blessing.' 

Honor  slowly  drew  towards  the  table ;  she 
looked  round.  Mrs.  Yeale  was  not  there  ; 
before  Taverner  stood  the  steaming  bowl  of 
soup. 

Lano-ford  murmured  o-race,  then  said,  '  Fall 
to.  Oliver  Luxmore,  you  do  the  honours.  I 
can't  eat,  I'm  forced  to  take  slops.  But  I'm 
better,  only   I  must  be  carefuh'     He  put  his 
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spoon  into  the  basin,  and  would  have  helped 
himself,  had  not  Honor  snatched  the  bowl 
away  and  removed  it  to  the  mantelshelf. 

'  You  must  not  touch  it,'  she  said.  '- 1  am 
not  sure — I  am  afraid — I  would  not  accuse 
wrongfully — it  is  poisoned.' 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

A   BOWL    OF   BROTH. 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  Honor's  mouth 
before  the  party  were  surprised  by  a  noise 
of  voices  and  feet  in  the  kitchen,  and  a  cry  as 
of  dismay  or  fear.  A  moment  after  the  tramp 
was  in  the  passage  the  parlour  door  was  flung 
open,  and  Sam  Yoaden,  Hillary  Nanspian  and 
his  father.  Piper,  Charles  Luxmore,  and  Mrs. 
Veale  came  in,  the  latter  gripped  firmly  by 
Piper  and  Charles. 

'  Here  I  am,'  said  young  Luxmore,  with  his 
usual  swagger,  and  with  some  elation  in  his 
tone, '  here  I  am,  come  to  know  what  the  deuce 
you  mean,  Mr.  Langford,  charging  me — a  gen- 
tleman— not  to  the  face  but  behind  the  back, 
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with  stealing  your  money  ?  Look  here,  Sam, 
produce  the  box.  There  is  your  cash — whether 
right  or  not  I  cannot  say.  I  have  taken  none 
of  it.  I  did  not  remove  the  case.  Tell  'em 
where  you  found  it,  Sam.' 

'  I  found  it  in  Wellon's  Mound,'  said  the 
young  man  appealed  to.  '  I've  been  to 
Plymouth  after  Charles.  I  didn't  believe  he 
was  a  thief,  but  I'd  hard  matter  to  find  him. 
Howsomedever,  I  did  in  the  end,  and  here  he 
be.  He  came  along  ready  enough.  He  was 
out  of  money — wanted  to  go  to  America,  but 
had  not  the  means  of  paying  his  passage,  and 
not  inclined  to  work  it.' 

'  I've  lost  a  finger,'  exclaimed  Charles. 
'  How  could  I  work,  maimed  as  I  am  ? — a 
wounded  soldier  without  a  pension  I  That  is 
shameful  of  an  ungrateful  country.' 

'  He  took  on  badly,'  continued  Sam,  '  when 
I  told  him  that  Mr.  Langford  said  he  had 
stolen  his  cashbox  with  a  thousand  pounds.' 

'  I'm   a   Luxmore   of  Coombe  Park,'  said 
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Charles,  drawiDg  himself  up.  '  I'm  not  one  of 
your  vulgar  thieves,  not  I.  Mrs.  Veale  did  her 
best  to  tempt  me  to  take  it,  but  I  resisted  it 
manfull}^  At  last  I  ran  away,  afraid  lest  she 
should  over-persuade  me  and  get  me  into  trouble, 
when  I  saw  she  had  actually  got  the  box.  I 
ran  away  from  Mrs.  Veale,  and  because  nine- 
pence  a  day  wasn't  sufficient  to  detain  me.  I 
wasn't  over-sure  neither  that  I  hadn't,  ag;ainst 
my  intention,  broke  the  neck  of  Larry 
Nanspian.  Now  3'ou  know  my  reasons,  and 
they're  good  in  their  way.  Mrs.  Veale,  there, 
is  a  reg'lar  bad  un.' 

'  As  soon  as  Sam  returned  with  Charles,' 
said  Larry,  '  they  came  on  direct  to  Chims- 
worthy,  and  then  Charles  told  us  the  whole 
tale,  how  Mrs.  Veale  had  shown  him  where  Mr. 
Langford  kept  his  money,  then  how  she'd 
enticed  him  out  on  the  moor  to  Wellon's  Cairn, 
and  had  let  him  see  that  she  had  carried  off  the 
box  and  had  concealed  it  there.  Charles  told 
us  that  it  was  then  that  he   ran   away,  and 
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frightened  my  horse  so  that  I  was  thrown  and 
injured.' 

'  There  was  nothing  nngentlemanly  or  un~ 
soldierhke  in  my  cutting  away,'  exclaimed 
Charles.  '  Adam  was  beguiled  by  Eve,  and  I 
didn't  set  myself  up  to  be  a  better  man  than 
my  great  forefather.  I'd  like  to  know  which 
of  the  company  w^ould  like  to  be  fondled  by 
Mrs.  Veale,  and  made  much  of,  and  coaxed  to 
run  away  with  her.^  She's  a  bad  un.  It 
wasn't  like  I  should  reciprocate.' 

'  When  we  had  heard  the  story,'  continued 
Larry,  '  I  persuaded  my  father  and  Mr.  Piper, 
who  was  at  our  house,  to  come  along  with  us 
and  see  the  whole  matter  cleared  up.  We 
went  immediately  to  Wellon's  Cairn,  and  found, 
as  Ciiarles  Luxmore  said  we  should,  a  stone 
box  or  coffin,  hidden  in  the  hill,  with  bushes  of 
heather  and  peat  over  tlie  hole.  That  we 
cleared  away,  and  were  able  to  put  our  hands 
in,  and  extracted  from  the  inside  this  iron  case. 
It  is  yours,  is  it  not,  Mr.  Langford  .^ ' 
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He  put  the  caslibox  on  tlie  table,  taking  it 
into  liis  left  hand  from  his  father. 

Taverner  went  to  it  and  examined  it. 
*  Yes,'  he  said  slowly,  '  this  is  the  stolen  box.' 

'The  lock  is  uninjured,  it  is  fast,'  said 
Charles  ;  '  but  I  can  tell  you  how  to  open  it. 
"Ebal"  is  the  word  this  year,  and  "Onam"  was 
last  year's  word.  Try  the  letters  of  the  lock  and 
the  box  will  fly  open.  I  know  ;  Mrs.  Veale 
told  me.  A  reg'lar  bad  un  she  be,  and  how 
she  has  worreted  me  the  time  I've  been  here  ! 
— at  ninepence,  and  Mrs.  Veale  not  even  good- 
looking.' 

'  How  about  the  five-pound  note  .^ '  asked 
Langford,  looking  hard  at  Charles  from  under 
his  contracted  heavy  brows.  '  You  can't  deny 
you  had  that.' 

'  Wliat  five-pound  note.^ — what  five-pouiid 
note  have  I  had  from  you  ? ' 

'  The  note  you  gave  us,  Charles,'  explained 
his  father. 

'Oh,  that.     Did  it  come  from  your  box? 
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I  did  not  know  it ;  Mrs.  Veale  gave  it  me. 
Now,  don't  you  glow'r  at  me  tliat  way !  '  This 
was  to  the  housekeeper,  who  had  turned  her 
white,  quivering  face  towards  him.  'Now 
don't  you  try  to  wriggle  or  shiver  yourself  out 
of  my  hold,  for  go  you  don't ;  as  you  couldn't 
catch  me,  I've  caught  you,  and  to  justice  I'll 
bring  you ;  a  designing,  harassing,  sweetheart- 
ing  old  female,  you  be ! '  He  gripped  her  so 
hard  that  she  exclaimed  with  pain.  '  And  to 
lay  it  on  me  when  I  was  gone !  To  make  out 
I — that  am  innocent  as  the  ans^els  in  heaven — 
was  a  thief!  And  I,  a  Luxmore  of  Coombe 
Park,  and  a  hero  of  the  Afghan  War  ! — I,  that 
carried  off  the  sandal-wood  gates  of  Somnath  ! 
I,  a  thief !  I,  indeed !  Mrs.  Veale  gave  me, 
off  and  on,  money  when  I  was  short — I  wasn't 
very  flush  on  ninepence  a  day.  A  man  of  my 
position  and  bringing  up  and  military  tastes 
can't  put  up  well  with  ninepence.  I  only 
accepted  her  money  as  a  loan  ;  and  when  she 
let  me  have  a  five-pound  note,  I  gave  her  a 
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promise  to  pay  for  it  when  I  came  into  my 
property.  How  was  I  to  know  that  five  pound 
was  not  hers  ?  I  suppose,  by  the  w^ay  you  ask, 
it  was  not  ?  ' 

'  No,'  said  Langford,  '  it  was  not ;  it  w^as 
taken  from,  my  box.' 

'That  is  hke  her — a  bad  un  down  to  the 
soles  of  her  feet.  Wanted  to  mix  me  up  witli 
it  and  have  evidence  against  me.  I  reckon  I've 
turned  the  tables  on  the  old  woman — consider- 
ably.' 

'  What  do  you  say  to  this  ?  '  asked  Taverner, 
directing  his  keen  eyes  on  lier  face.  She  was 
flickering  so  that  it  was  impossible  to  catch  her 
eyes.  Her  face  was  as  though  seen  through 
the  hot  air  over  a  kiln. 

'I've  been  in  3'our  service  fifteen  years,' 
she  said,  in  a  voice  as  vibrating  as  the  muscles 
of  her  countenance.  '  I've  been  treated  by  you 
no  better  than  a  dog,  and  I've  followed  you, 
and  been  true  to  you  as  a  dog.  Whenever 
did    I  take  anything  from  you  before  ?     I've 
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watched  for  you  against  the  mice  that  eat  the 
corn,  watcliecl  hke  an  owl !  ' 

'  You  acknowledge  this  ?  ' 

'  What  is  the  good  of  denying  it  ?  Let  me 
go.  for  my  fifteen  years'  faithful  duty.' 

'  Xo,  no,'  said  Taverner  with  a  hard  voice. 
'  Not  yet ;  I've  something  more  to  ask.  Honor 
Luxmore,  what  did  you  say  when  you  took 
my  bowl  of  broth  from  me  ?  '    Honor  drew  back. 

'  I  spoke  too  hastily,'  she  said.  '  I  spoke 
without  knowing.' 

'  You  said  that  tlie  bowl  contained  poison. 
Why  did  you  say  that  ?  ' 

'  It  was  fancy.  Let  me  throAv  the  broth 
away.  I  am  sure  of  nothing.'  Unlike  her 
usual  decision.  Honor  was  now  doubtful  what 
to  say  and  do. 

'  I  insist  on  knowing.  I  made  a  charge 
against  your  brother,  and  it  has  proved  false, 
because  it  has  been  gone  into.  You  have 
made  a  charge ' 


'I  have  charged  no  one.' 


A   BOWL   OF  BROTH  289 

'  Yoli  have  said  that  this  bowl ' — he  took  it 
from  the  shelf — 'is  poisoned.  Why  did  you 
say  that  ?  I^o  one  touched  it,  no  one  mixed  it, 
but  Mrs.  Yeale.  Therefore,  when  you  said  it 
was  poisoned,  you  charged  her  with  a  dreadftil 
crime ;  you  charged  her,  that  is,  with  an  at- 
tempted crime/ 

'  I  heard  my  sister  say  that  she  saw  a  yellow 
packet  of  rat-poison  in  the  china  dog  on  the 
shelf  in  the  kitchen,'  said  Honor  nervously, 
'  which — I  do  not  mean  the  dog — I  mean  the 
poison,  which  Mrs.  Veale  had  bought  at  the 
Eevel,  and  when  I  was  in  the  passage  just  now 
I  saw  Mrs.  Veale  put  the  contents  of  this 
packet  into  the  broth  she  was  stirring  on  the 
fire,  before  pouring  it  out  into  the  basin,  in 
which  it  now  is.  But,'  continued  Honor, 
drawing  a  long  breath,  '  but  Kate  is  not  very 
accurate ;  she  sometimes  thinks  she  sees  a 
thing  when  she  has  only  imagined  it,  and  she 
talks  at  random  at  times,  just  because  she 
hkes  to  talk.' 

VOL.  II.  u 
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'  It  was  mace,'  said  Mrs.  Veale. 

'  Follow  me,'  ordered  Taverner  Langford, 
taking  the  basin  between  his  hands,  and  going 
to  the  door.  'Let  her  go.  She  will  follow 
me.' 

'  I've  followed  at  your  heel  as  a  dog  these 
fifteen  years,'  muttered  Mrs.  Veale,  '  and  now 
you  know  I  must  follow  till  you  kick  me  away.' 

Charles,  however,  would  not  relinquish  his 
hold. 

'Don't  let  her  escape,'  entreated  Charles; 
'  she's  a  bad  un,  and  ought  to  be  brought  to 
justice  for  falsely  charging  me.' 

'  Open  the  door,  will  you  ? '  said  Taverner 
roughly.  'Mrs.  Veale,  follow  me  into  the 
harness-room ' — tliis  was  the  room  on  the  other 
side  of  the  passage,  the  room  made  out  of  the 
entrance  hall. 

Charles  drew  the  woman  through  the  door, 
and  did  not  relax  his  hold  till  he  had  thrust 
her  into  the  apartment  where  Langford  wished 
to  speak  to  her  alone. 
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Taverner  and  she  were  now  face  to  face 
without  witnesses.  The  soft  warm  mist  had 
changed  to  rain,  that  now  pattered  agamst  the 
window.  The  room  was  wholly  unfurnished. 
There  was  not  a  chair  in  it  nor  a  table. 
Taverner  had  originally  intended  it  as  an  office, 
but  as  he  received  few  visitors  he  had  come  to 
use  the  parlour  as  reception  room  and  office, 
and  had  made  this  apartment,  cut  from  the 
hall,  into  a  receptacle  for  lumber.  A  range  of 
pegs  on  the  wall  supported  old  saddles  and  the 
gear  of  cart-horses,  and  branches  of  bean- 
stalks, that  had  been  hung  there  to  dry  for  the 
preservation  of  seed.  An  unpleasant,  stale 
odour  himg  about  the  room.  The  grate  liad 
not  been  used  for  many  years,  and  was  rusty ; 
rain  had  brought  the  soot  down  the  chimney, 
and,  as  there  was  no  fender,  had  spluttered  it 
over  the  floor.  The  window  panes  were  dirty, 
and  cobwebs  hung  in  the  corners  of  the  room 
from  the  ceihng — old  cobwebs  thick  with  dust. 
Moths  had  eaten  into  the  stuffing  of  the  saddles. 
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and,  disturbed  by  tlie  current  of  air  from  the 
door,  fluttered  about.  In  the  corner  was  a 
heap  of  sacks,  with  nothing  in  them,  smelhng 
of  earth  and  tar. 

'  I've  served  you  faithful  as  a  dog,'  said 
Mrs.  Veale.  '  Faithful  as  a  dog,'  she  repeated ; 
'  watched  for  you,  wakeful  as  an  owl.' 

'  And  like  a  dog  snarl  and  snap  at  me  with 
poisoned  fangs,'  retorted  Mr.  Langford.  '  Stand 
there ! '  He  pointed  to  a  place  opposite  him, 
so  that  the  light  from  the  window  fell  on  her, 
and  his  own  face  was  in  darkness.  '  Tell  me 
the  truth ;  what  have  you  done  to  this  broth  ?  ' 

'  If  you  think  there's  harm  in.  it,  throw  it 
away,'  said  Mrs.  Yeale. 

'  No,  I  will  not.  I  will  send  it  to  Oke- 
hampton  and  have  it  analysed.  Do  you  know 
what  that  means?  Examined  whether  there 
be  anything  in  it  but  good  juice  of  meat  and 
water  and  toast.' 

'  There's  mace,'  said  the  woman  ;  '  I  put  in 
mace  to  spice  it,  and  pepper  and  salt.' 
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'  Anything  else  ?  What  do  you  keep  in 
yellow  paper,  and  in  the  china  dog?  ' 

'  Mace — every  cook  puts  mace  in  soup.  If 
you  don't  like  it  throw  it  away,  and  I  will 
make  you  some  without.' 

'  Mrs.  Veale,  so  there's  nothing  further  in 
the  soup  ?  ' 

'  Nothing.' 

'  You  warned  me  that  a  corpse- candle  was 
coming  to  the  door — nay,  you  said  you  had 
seen  it  travel  up  the  road  and  dance  on  the 
step,  and  that  same  night  I  was  taken  ill.' 

'  Well,  did  I  bring  the  corpse-light  ?  It 
came  of  itself.' 

'  Mrs.  Veale,  I  am  not  generally  accounted 
a  generous  man,  but  I  pride  myself  on  being  a 
just  man.  You  have  told  me  over  and  over 
again  that  you  have  served  me  faithfully  for 
fifteen  years.  Well,  you  have  had  your  way. 
You  served  me  in  your  own  fashion,  with  your 
head  full  of  your  own  plans.  You  wanted  to 
catch   me,   but   the   wary  bird  don't  hop    on 
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the  limed  twig,  to  use  your  own  expressions. 
I  don't  see  that  I'm  much  in  your  debt ;  if 
you  are  disappointed  in  the  faihn^e  of  your 
plans,  that's  your  look-out ;  you  should  have 
seen  earlier  that  nothing  was  to  be  made  out 
of  me.  Now  I  am  ready  to  stretch  a  point 
with  you.  You  have  robbed  me.  Fortunately 
for  me,  I've  got  my  money  and  box  back  before 
you  have  been  able  to  make  off  mth  it.  What 
w^ere  you  waiting  for  ?  For  my  death  ?  For 
my  marriage  ?  Were  you  going  to  finish  me 
because  I  had  not  been  snared  by  your 
blandishments  ?  I  believe  you  intended  to 
poison  me.' 

'  It's  a  He ! '  said  Mrs.  Veale  hoarsely, 
trembling  in  every  limb,  and  with  flickering 
lips  and  eyes  and  nostrils  and  fluttering  hair. 

'  Very  well.  I  am  content  to  believe  so. 
I  can,  if  I  choose,  proceed  against  you  at  once — 
have  you  locked  up  this  very  night  for  your 
theft.  But  I  am  willing  to  deal  even  gene- 
rously with  you.     It  may  be  I  have  overlooked 
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your  many  services ;  I  may  have  repaid  them 
scantily.  You  may  be  bitterly  disappointed 
because  I  have  not  made  you  mistress  of  this 
house,  and  I  will  allow  that  I  didn't  keep  you 
at  arm's  length  as  I  should,  finding  you  useful. 
Very  well.  The  door  is  open.  You  shall  go 
away  and  none  shall  folloAv,  on  one  condition.' 

He  looked  fixedly  at  her,  and  her  quivering 
became  more  violent.  She  did  not  ask  what 
his  condition  was.     She  knew. 

'  Finish  this  bowl,  and  convince  me  you 
were  not  bent  on  my  murder.' 

She  put  out  her  hands  to  cover  her  face, 
but  they  trembled  so  that  she  could  not  hold 
them  over  her  eyes. 

'  If  you  refuse,  I  shall  know  the  whole  depth 
of  your  wickedness,  and  you  shall  only  leave 
this  room  under  arrest.  If  you  accept,  the 
moor  is  before  you  ;  go  over  it  where  you  will.' 

He  held  the  bowl  to  her.  Then  her  trem- 
bhng  ceased — ceased  as  by  a  sudden  spasm.  She 
was  still,  set  in  face  as  if  frozen  ;  and  her  eyes, 
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that  glared  on  her  master,  were  hke  pieces  of 
ice.  She  said  nothing,  but  took  the  bowl  and 
put  it  to  her  lips,  and,  with  her  eyes  on  him,  she 
drained  it  to  the  dregs. 

Then  the  shivering,  like  a  palsy,  came  over 
her  again.  '  Let  me  go,'  she  said  huskily.  '  Let 
none  follow.  Leave  me  in  peace.'  Laugford 
opened  the  door  and  went  back  into  the  par- 
lour. Mrs.  Yeale  stole  out  after  him,  and  those 
in  the  sitting-room  heard  her  going  down  the 
passage  like  a  bird,  flapping  against  the  walls 
on  each  side. 

'  Wliere  is  she  going .? '  asked  Charles. 
'  She  is  not  to  escape  us.  She's  such  a  bad  un, 
trying  to  involve  me.' 

'  I've  forgiven  her,'  answered  Langford  in  a 
surly  tone.  '  I  mayn't  be  over  generous,  but  I'm 
just.' 

'  And  now,  Taverner,  one  word  wi'  you,' 
said  old  Nanspian.  '  I  reckon  you  thought  to 
sloke  away  this  Eed  Spider,  as  you  did  the  first ; 
but  there  you  are  mistaken.      As  I've  heard. 
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you  have  tried  to  force  her  to  accept  you — 
who  are  old  enoufxh  to  be  her  fiither — shame 
be  to  you !  But  this  is  your  own  house,  and 
I'll  say  no  more  on  what  I  think.  Now, 
Taverner,  I  venture  to  declare  you  have  no 
more  hold  on  the  sfirl.  Her  brother  never 
took  your  money  ;  you  were  robbed  by  your 
own  housekeeper.  You  say  you've  forgiven  her 
because  you  are  just.  What  the  justice  is, 
in  that,  I  don't  see,  but  I  do  see  one  thing 
clear  as  daylight,  and  that  is,  you've  no  right 
any  more  to  insist  on  Honor  coming  here 
as  your  wife,  not  unless  by  her  free  will  and 
consent,  and  that,  I  reckon,  you  won't  have,  as 
Larry,  my  boy,  has  secured  her  heart.' 

Langford  looked  at  Nanspian,  then  at 
Honor  and  Larry  ;  at  the  latter  he  looked  long. 

'  I  suppose  it  is  so,'  he  said.  '  Give  me  the 
settlement.'  He  tore  it  to  pieces.  '  I'll  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  w^omen,  old  or  young. 
They're  all  vexatious.' 

'  Hark  ! '     Tliey  heard  a  wailing  cry. 
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'  Go  and  see  what  is  tlie  matter,'  said 
Langford  to  Piper ;  then,  turning  to  Ohver,  he 
said,  '  I  tear  up  the  settlement,  but  I'll  not 
lend  the  hundred  pounds.' 

'  Larry  ! '  said  old  Nanspian,  '  she  shan't  be 
sloked  away  any  more.  Take  the  maid's  hand, 
and  may  the  Lord  bless  and  unite  you.'  Then 
to  Langford,  '  Now  look  y'  here,  Taverner.  Us 
have  been  quarrelling  long  enough,  I  reckon. 
You've  tried  your  worst  against  us,  and  you've 
failed.  I've  made  the  first  advance  on  my 
side,  and  uninvited  come  over  your  doorstep, 
a  thing  I  swore  I  never  would  do.  Give  me 
your  hand,  brother-in-law,  and  let  us  forget  the 
past,  or  rather  let  us  go  back  to  a  past  before 
we  squabbled  over  a  little  Eed  Spider.  You 
can't  help  it  now ;  Langford  and  Chims- 
worthy  will  be  united,  but  not  whilst  we  old 
folk  are  alive,  and  Honor  will  be  a  queen  o' 
managers.  She'll  rake  the  maidens  out  of  their 
beds  at  five  o'clock  in  the  mornino-  to  make  the 
butter,  and ' 
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Piper  burst  into  the  room.  '  Mrs.  Yeale  ! ' 
he  exclaimed. 

'  Well,  what  of  Mrs.  Yeale  ?  '  asked  Lano-- 
ford  sharply. 

'  She  has  run  out,  crying  like  an  owl  and 
flapping  her  arms,  over  the  moor,  till  she  came 
to  Wellon's  Hill.' 

'  Let  her  2^0,'  said  Lan^fford. 

'  She  went  right  into  the  mound,'  con- 
tinued Piper  breathlessly, '  and  when  I  came  up 
she  had  crawled  into  the  stone  coffin  inside, 
and  had  only  her  arm  out,  and  she  was  tearing 
and  scraping  at  the  earth  and  drawing  it  down 
over  the  hole  by  which  she'd  gone  in — bury- 
ing herself  alive,  and  wailing  like  an  owl.' 

'  Is  there  any  money  still  hid  there  ?  '  asked 
Langford. 

'  She  screamed  at  me  when  I  came  up, 
"  Will  you  not  leave  me  alone  ?  I  be  poisoned  ! 
I  be  dying !  Let  me  die  in  peace !  "  Whatever 
shall  us  do  ?  '  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

THE   LOOK-OUT   STONE. 

One  Sunday  evening,  a  year  after  the  events 
just  related,  Taverner  Langford  and  Hillary 
Nanspian,  senior,  were  seated  in  the  sun  on 
the  Look-out  stone,  in  friendly  conversation. 
Nanspian  was  looking  happier,  more  hale,  and 
prosperous  than  he  had  appeared  since  his 
stroke.  He  wore  the  badger-skin  waistcoat, 
and  his  shirtsleeves.  The  waistcoat  had  been 
relined  with  brilliant  crimson  stuff;  bright 
was  the  hue  of  the  lining  displayed  by  the 
lappets.  Taverner  Langford  had  not  a  cheerful 
expression  ;  his  hair  was  more  grizzled  than 
it  was  twelve  months  ago,  and  his  face  more 
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livid.  There  was,  however,  a  gentler  light 
in  his  eyes. 

'It  is  a  great  change  in  Larry,'  said 
Nanspian.  '  Though  I  say  it,  there  never 
was  a  steadier  and  better  son.  He  is  at  work 
from  morning  to  night,  and  is  getting  the  farm 
into  first-rate  order — you'll  allow  that  ? ' 

'Yes,'  answered  Langford,  Til  allow  he 
begins  well ;  I  hope  it  will  last.  As  for  first- 
rate  order,  that  I  will  not  admit.     "  One  year's 

seeds,  three  years'  weeds,"  as  Mrs.  Veale ' 

He  checked  himself. 

'  That  were  a  queer  creature,'  observed 
Nanspian,  taking  the  pipe  from  his  mouth, 
and  blowing  a  long  puff.  '  That  w\as  the 
queerest  thing  of  all,  her  burying  herself,  when 
she  felt  she  was  dying,  in  old  Wellon's  grave.' 

'  It  was  not  his  grave.  It  was  a  grave  of 
the  old  ancient  Britons.' 

'  Well,  it  don't  matter  exactly  whose  the 
grave  was.  Mrs.  Veale  seemed  mighty  set  on 
making  it  her  own.'  He  continued  puffing,  look- 
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ing  before  him.  '  I'm  not  sure  you  acted  right 
about  her,'  he  said  after  a  while.  '  I  suppose 
you  didn't  really  suppose  there  was  any  poison 
in  the  broth.' 

'  I'm  a  just  man,'  said  Langford.  '  To  do 
as  you  were  to  be  done  by  is  my  maxim.  And 
— it's  Gospel.' 

'  But  you  didn't  think  it  would  kill  her  ? ' 

'I  don't  know  wdiat  I  thought.  I  wasn't 
sure.' 

Another  pause. 

'  Swaddledow^n  ain't  coming  to  the  hammer 
after  all,'  said  Nanspian. 

'  No,  I'm  glad  the  Voadens  remain  on.' 

'  Ah !  and  Sam  is  a  good  lad.  I  reckon 
before  Michaelmas  he  and  Kate  will  make  a 
pair.  They'd  have  done  that  afore  if  it  had 
been  settled  whether  Swaddledown  w^ould  be 
sold,  and  they  have  to  leave.' 

'  Kate  is  too  giddy  to  be  any  use  in  a 
farm.' 

'  Oh,  wait  till  she  has  responsibihties.    See 
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how  well  she  has  managed  since  Honor  has 
been  here  —  how  she  has  kept  the  children, 
and  made  her  father  comfortable.' 

'  The  children  are  half  their  time  at  Chims- 
worthy.' 

'  Well,  well,  T  like  to  hear  their  voices.' 

'And  you  see  more  than  you  like  of 
Luxmore.' 

'  Oh,  no,  I  like  to  see  a  neighbour.  I 
allow  I'm  a  bit  weary  of  Coombe  Park ;  but 
bless  you,  now  you  and  I  let  him  have  a  trifle, 
he  spends  most  of  his  time  when  not  in  the  van 
rambling  about  from  one  parish  to  another 
looking  at  the  registers,  and  trying  to  find 
whether  his  grandfather  were  James,  or  John, 
or  Joseph,  or  Jonah.  It  amuses  him,  and  it 
don't  cost  much.' 

'  He'll  never  establish  his  claim.' 

'  I  reckon  he  won't.  But  it's  an  occupation, 
and  the  carrying  don't  bring  him  much  money — 
just  enough  to  keep  the  children  alive  on.' 

'  Ha\  e  you  heard  of  Charles  lately  ?  ' 
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*  Oh,  he  is  on  the  road.  That  was  a  fine 
idea,  making  a  carrier  of  him  between 
Exeter  and  Launceston.  There  are  so  many 
stations  on  the  way — there's  Tap  House,  and 
Crockernw^ell,  and  Sticklepath,  and  Okehamp- 
ton,  and  Sourton  Dowm  Inn,  and  Bridestowe, 
and  Lew  Down,  and  Lifton  ;  and  he  can  talk 
to  his  heart's  content  at  each  about  what  he 
did  in  Afghanistan,  and  what  he  might  be  if 
his  father  could  prove  his  claim  to  Coombe 
Park.  Then  he's  so  occupied  with  his  horses 
on  Sundays  at  Launceston  that  he  can't  pos- 
sibly get  over  here  to  see  his  relations,  which 
is  a  mercy.' 

'  I've  been  thinking,'  said  Langford,  '  as 
we've  got  Larry  in  for  third  feojQTee  in  Coryn- 
don's  Charity,  couldn't  we  get  the  baby  in  for 
the  fourth  now  there's  a  vacancy  ?  ' 

'  But  the  baby  ain't  come  yet,  and  I  don't 
know  whether  it'll  be  a  boy  or  a  maid.' 

'  It  would  be  a  satisfaction,  and  a  further 
bond    of    union,'     argued    Langford.       '  The 
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Coryndon  trust  land  comes  in  very  fitting  with 
Langford  and  Cliims worthy,  and  I  thought 
that  when  you  and  I  are  gone,  Larry  might 
absorb  our  feofieeships  into  himself,  as  a  snail 
draws  in  his  horns,  and  then  there'd  be  only  he 
and  his  son,  and  when  he  himself  goes,  his  son 
would  be  sole  feoffee  and  responsible  to  no  one. 
Coryndon's  land  comes  in  very  fitly.' 

'  I  don't  think  it  can  be  done,'  said  Nan- 
spian,  shakhig  his  head.  '  There's  such  a  lot  of 
ramping  and  roaring  radicalism  about.  I 
thought  we'd  better  put  in  Sam  Voaden.  Thus 
it  will  be  in  the  family.' 

'  In  the  Luxmore,  not  in  ours.' 

'  We  can't  have  everything,'  argued  ITan- 
spian.  Then  both  were  silent  again.  Langford 
sighed.  Presently  he  said,  'I'm  a  just  man, 
and  do  like  to  see  the  property  rounded 
shapely  on  all  sides.  That  is  why  I  proposed 
it.' 

Then  another  pause. 

Presently  Hillary  Nanspian   drew  a   long 

VOL.  ir.  X 
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pull  at  his  pipe,  and  sent  two  little  shoots  of 
smoke  through  his  nostrils.  '  Taverner,'  said 
he,  when  all  the  smoke  was  expended,  '  going 
back  to  that  woman,  Mrs.  Veale,  I  don't  think 
you  ought  to  have  taken  me  up  so  mighty 
sharp  about  her.  After  all  this  is  sifted  and 
said,  you  must  allow  you  stood  afraid  of  her, 
and  I  allow  that  you  had  a  right  to  be  so.  A 
woman  as  would  steal  your  cashbox,  and 
make  attempts  on  your  heart,  and  poison  your 
gruel,  no  man  need  blush  and  hang  his  head  to 
admit  that  he  was  a  bit  afraid  of.' 

'  And,  Nanspian,'  said  Langford  with 
solemnity,  'you  will  excuse  my  remarking 
that  I  think  you  took  me  up  far  too  testily 
when  I  said  you  was  a  long-tailed  ourang- 
outang,  for  it  so  happens  that  the  ourang-outang 
is  a  tailless  ape.  Consequently,  no  offence 
could  have  been  meant,  and  should  not  ha' 
been  taken.' 

'You  don't  mean  to  say  so?' 

'  It  is  true.      I  have  it  in  print  in  a  Kature 
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'  History,  and,  what  is  more,  I've  got  a  picture  of 
an  ourani]^-outang^,  liolclincy  a  torn-ofF  boiicrli  in 
liis  hand,  and  showing  just  enough  of  his  back 
to  let  folks  understand  he's  very  like  a  man. 
Well,  I've  a  mind,  as  the  expression  I  used 
about  you  was  repeated  in  the  long  room  of  the 
"  Eing  of  Bells,"  to  have  that  picture  framed 
and  hung  up  there.  Besides,  under  it  stands 
in  print,  "  The  ourang-outang,  or  tailless  ape." ' 
'  You  will  ?  Well,  I  always  said  you  w^ere 
a  just  man ;  now  I  will  add  you're  generous/ 
The  brothers-in-law  sliook  hands.  After  a 
moment's  consideration  N'anspian  said,  '  I  don't 
like  to  be  outdone  in  generosity  by  you,  much 
as  I  respect  you.  If  it  would  be  any  satisfac- 
tion to  the  parish  of  Bratton  Clovelly,  the 
weather  being  warm,  and  for  the  quieting  of 
minds  and  setting  at  rest  all  disputes,  I  don't 
object  to  bathing  once  in  the  river  Thrustle 
before  the  feoffees  of  Coryndon's  Charity,  ex- 
cepting Larry,  whom  from  motives  of  delicacy 
I  exclude.' 
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'Well,'  said  Langford,  'I  won't  deny  you're 
a  liberal-minded  man.' 

Taverner  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  Nanspian 
also  rose.  Over  the  stile  from  the  lane  came 
Honor,  in  her  red  stockings  and  scarlet  cloak, 
the  latter  drawn  closely  round  her. 

'  Why  didn't  you  call  us  ?  '  said  Nanspian. 
'  We'd  have  come  and  helped  you  over.' 

'  You  shouldn't  be  climbing  about  now,' 
said  Taverner. 

'  Come  and  sit  between  us  on  the  Look-out 
stone,'  said  Nanspian. 

So  the  two  old  men  reseated  themselves  on 
the  granite  slab,  with  Honor  between  them. 

'  You  tried  hard  to  sloke  her  away,'  re- 
marked Nanspian,  shaking  his  head. 

'  Let  bygones  be  bygones,'  said  Langford. 
'  She  may  be  here  at  Chimsworthy  now,  but 
she'll  be  at  Langford  some  day,  I'm  proud 
and  happy  to  think.' 

'All!'  said  Nanspian,  'she's  made  a  mighty 
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chaDge  in  Larry,  and,  faith,  in  me  also.  I'm  a 
happier  man  than  I  was.'  He  put  his  arm  round 
behind  Honor. 

'  I  may  say  that  of  myself,'  said  Langford. 
'  I  can  know  that  Langford  will  be  made  the 
most  of  after  I'm  gone.'  He  put  his  arm  round 
her,  and  clasped  that  of  Nanspian. 

'  Ah  ! '  said  Nanspian,  in  his  old  soft,  furry, 
pleasant  voice,  '  if  I'd  a  many  score  of  faces  in 
front  of  me,  and  I  were  addressing  a  political 
meeting,  I'd  say  the  same  as  I  says  now. 
Never  you  argue  that  what  we  was  taught  as 
children  is  gammon  and  superstition,  it's  no 
such  thing.  It  has  always  been  said  that  he 
who  lays  hold  of  a  red  spider  secures  good 
luck,  and  we've  proved  it,  Taverner  and  I, 
we've  proved  it.  Us  have  got  hold  of  the  very 
best  and  biggest  and  reddest  of  money-spinners 
between  us — us  don't  try  to  sloke  her  away  to 
this  side  or  to  that.  Her  belongs  ekally  to 
Chimsworthy    and     to     Langford,    to    myself 
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and  to  Taverner,  and  blessed  if  there  be  a 
chance  for  any  man  all  over  England  of  get- 
ting such  another  treasure  as  this  Eed  Spider 
which  Taverner  and  I  be  holding  atween  us — 
ekally  belonging  to  each.' 


THE   END. 
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Patagonia ;  or.  Life  among  the  Ostrich 
Hunters.  By  Julius  Beerbohm.  With 
Illusts.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Belgravia    for    1886.   —   One 

Shilling  Monthly.  Illustrated  by  P. 
Macnab.— The  tirst  Chapters  of  IVIo- 
hawl<s,  a  New  Novel  by  M.  E. 
Braddon,  Author  of  "  Lady  Audley's 
Secret,"  appeared  in  the  January 
Number,  and  the  Story  will  be  con- 
tinued throughout  the  year.  This 
Number  contained  also  the  Opening 
Chapters  of  a  New  Novel  entitled 
That  other  Person ;  and  several  of 
those  short  stories  for  which  Bel- 
gyavia  is  famous. 

\*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  March 
to  June  1886,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
7s.  6d.  ;  Cases  for  binding  Vols.,  2s.  each. 

Belgravia  Annual  for  Christ- 
mas, 1886.  Demy  Svo,  w^ith  Illustra- 
tions,  Is. {_P  re  paring. 

Bennett  (W.C.,LL.D.),Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  each. 
A  Ballad  History  of  England 
Songs  for  Sailors. 


Besant    (Walter)    and    James 

Rice,  Novels  by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illust. 

boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

each. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crov/n. 
•  This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
IViy  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

Besant  (Walter),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Ali  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men: 
An  Impossible  Story.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Captains'  Room,  &c.  With 
Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illusts. 
By  H.  FuRNiss. 

Dorothy  Forster.  With  Frontispiece 
By  Charles  Green. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories, 


Children  of  Gibeon:  A  Novel.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  Svo.  [Shortly. 

Th*?  ^v%  pf  Fiction     Demy  Svo,  Is. 


CHATTO  &>   WIND  US,  PICCADILLY. 


Betham-Edvvards  (M.),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
each. ;  post  8vo,  iliust.  bds.,  2s.  each, 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

Bewick  (Thos.)  and  his  Pupils. 

By  Austin  Dobson.    With  95  Illustra- 
tions.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lOs.  6d. 

Birthday  Books: — 

The  Starry  Heavens:  A  Poetical 
Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  23.  6d. 

Birthday  Flowers:  Their  Language 
and  Legends.  By  W.  J.  Gordon. 
Beautifully  Illustrated  in  Colours  by 
Viola  Boughton.  In  illuminated 
cover,  crown  4to,  63. 

The  Lowell  Birthday  Book.  With 
Illusts.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 
books. Demy  8vo,  Illustrated,  uni- 
form in  size  for  binding. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1875  to  1885,  each  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1886.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1875-79.  Complete 
in  One  Vol., with  nearly  600  Illusts.  in 
Facsimile.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
n  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac- 
simile Illustrations.     Cloth  limp,  6s. 

GrosvenoP  Notes,  1877.    6d. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1885,  each  Is. 

Grosvenop  Notes,  1886.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations.     Is. 

Grosvenop  Notes,  1877-82.  With 
upwards  of  300  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Pictures  at  South  Kensington.  With 
70  Illusts.   Is.   [New  Edit,  preparing. 

The  English  Pictures  at  the  National 
Gallery.    114  Illustrations.    Is. 

The  Old  iVlasters  at  the  National 
Gallery.    128  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  Illustrated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallery.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  243 
Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  33. 


Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg Gallery.  Containing  about 
250  Reproductions  after  the  Original 
Drawings  of  the  Artists.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.    Demy  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

The  Paris  Salon,  1885.  With  about 
300  Facsimile  Sketches.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.    Demy  8vo,  Ss. 


Art  Handbooks,  continued — 
The  Paris  Salon,  1886.  With  about  300 

Illusts.      Edited  by  F.  G.   Dumas. 

Demy  8vo,  3s. 
The  Art  Annual,  1883-4.    Edited  by 

F.  G.  Dumas.      With  300  full-page 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  5s. 

Blake  (William):  Etchings  from 

his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 

Boccaccio's    Decameron  ;     or, 

Ten  Days'  Entertainment.  Translated 
into  English,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  With  Portrait, 
and  Stothard's  beautiful  Copper- 
plates.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Bowers'(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.  each. 
Canters  In  Crampshire. 
Leaves    from    a    Hunting   Journal. 

Colonged  in  facsimile  of  the  originals. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Camp   Notes:    Stories  of  Sport  and 

Adventure     in     Asia,     Africa,    and 

America. 
Savage  Life :  Adventures  of  a  Globe- 

Trotter. 

Chronicles     of      No-lVIan'a      Land. 

Post  &vo,  iliust.  boards,  2s. 

Braddon     {M.    E.) — Mohawks, 

a  Novel,  by  Miss  Braddon,  Author 
of  "  Lady  Audley's  Secret,"  was  begun 
in  Belgravia  for  January,  and  will  be 
continued  throughout  the  year.  Illus- 
trated  by  P.  Macnab.    Is.  Monthly. 

Brand's  Observations  on  Pop- 

ulap  Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulvar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  73.  6d. 

Bret  Harte,  Works  by  : 

Bret  Harte's  Collected  Works.    Ar- 
ranged and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Complete  in  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Vol.  I.    Complete    Poetical    and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait, and  Introduction  by  Author. 
Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers— Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp, and  other  Sketches 
—Bohemian     Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 

—Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 
Vol.    V.    Stories  —  Condensed 
Novels,  &c. 
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Bret  Harte,  continued — 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 
Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introduc- 
tory Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Ilhistrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Hapte's  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author's  Copyright  Edition. 
Beautifully  printed  on  hand-made 
paper  and  bound  in  buckram.  Cr. 
8vo,  4s.  6d. 

Gabriel  Conroy:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  and  other 
Stories.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, 
2s. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Fcap. 
Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  other 
Sketches.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.  Fcap.  Svo, 
picture  cover,  Is. 

Flip.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs's  Love  Story,  &c.)  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Maruja:  A  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With 
25  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  Reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Small  4to, 
boards,  53.  [Shortly. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by  : 
The  Reader's  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,    Plots,    and     Stories. 

Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  Svo,  1,400  pp.,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr,  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Brewster(SirDavld),Works  by: 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.  With  Plates.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra  4s.  6d. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brake,  and  Kep- 
ler, With  Portraits.  Post  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  4s.  6d. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
f .  A.  Smith.   Post  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  6d. 


Briggs,  Memoir  of  Gen.  Johrt. 

By  Major  Evans  Bell.  With  a  Por- 
trait.   Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 
Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Buchanan's  (Robert)  Works : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 
Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hughes. 

Undertones. 

London  Poems. 

The  Book  of  Orm. 

White  Rose  and  Red:  A  Love  Story. 

Idylls  and  Legends  of  Inverburn. 

Selected  Poemsof  Robert  Buchanan. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

The  Hebrid  Isles:  Wanderings  in  the 
Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer  He- 
brides. With  Frontispiece  by  Wil- 
liam Small. 

A  Poet's  Sketch-Book:  Selections 
from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Robert 
Buchanan. 

The  Earthquake;  or,  Six  Days  and 
a  Sabbath.    Cr,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  W.  H.  Overend. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d, 

Bunyan's   Pilgrim's  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  With  17 
Steel  Plates  by  Stothard  engraved 
by  Goodall,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Burnett  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Surly  Tim,  and  other  Stories.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 
Kathleen   Mavourneen. 
Lindsay's  Luck. 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton. 
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Burton  (Captain),  Works  by: 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold  :  A  Per- 
sonal Narrative.  By  Richard  F.  Bur- 
ton and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron, 
With  Maps  and  Frontispiece.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2l3. 

The  Book  of  the  Sword :  Being  a 
History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in 
all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest 
Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  4CX)  Illustrations.  Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  323. 

Burton  (Robert): 
The   Anatomy   of   Melancholy.     A 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 
Melancholy  Anatomised :  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton's Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Byron  (Lord) : 

Byron's  Chllde  Harold.  An  entirely 
New  Edition  of  this  famous  Poem, 
with  over  One  Hundred  new  Illusts. 
by  leading  Artists.  (Uniform  with 
the  Illustrated  Editions  of  "The 
Lady  of  the  Lake  "  and  "  Marmion.") 
Elegantly  and  appropriately  bound, 
small  4to,  16s. 

Byron's  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition,  newly  revised,  with  Twelve 
full-page  Plates.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Byron's  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Caine. — The    Shadow    of    a 

Crime:  A  Novel.  By  Hall  Caine. 
Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Cameron  (Comdr.), Works  by: 

To  the  Gold    Coast   for   Gold :    A 

Personal  Narrative.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton  and  Verney  Lovett 
Cameron.  With  Frontispiece  and 
Maps.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  2l3. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince" 
Privateer,  Commanded  by  Robert 
Hawkins,  Master  Mariner.  By 
Commander  V.  Lovett  Cameron, 
R.N.,  C.B.,  D.C.L.  With  Frontis- 
piece and  Vignette  by  P.  Macnab. 
Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s^  \^Sept,  15. 


Cameron    (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Juliet'8  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 


Carlyle  (Thomas) : 
On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 
The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapman's   (George)   Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  183. ;  or  separately,  63.  each. 

Chatto  &  Jackson.— ATreatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28s. 

Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 6d. 

City  (The)  of  Dream  :  A  Poem. 

Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63.  {In  the  press. 

Clodd. —  Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Authot 
of  "The  Childhood  of  Religions,"  &c 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls  f. 

A  Stoiy.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Coleman.— Curly:    An    Actor's 

Story.   By  John  Coleman.   Illustrated 
by  J.  C.  Dollman.    Crown  Svo,  Is, 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  posi 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  Svtt, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33. 6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 

Collins    (Wilkie),    Novels    by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated, 
3s. 6d..  each  ;  post8vo,illustrated  bds., 
23.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Antonina.  lUust,  by  SirJoHNGiLBERX. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

byG.  DuMAURiERandF.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    lUust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor     Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ?    With  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  FiLDESand  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.     Illustrated   by 

G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S.Reinhardt. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.   Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science:   A  Story  of  the 

Present  Time. 
"  I  Say  No^^^ 

The  Evil  Genius:  A  Novel.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds., 23. 

Colman's    Humorous  VVorks : 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 


Convalescent     Cookery:      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  l3. ;  cloth,  ls.6d^ 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

Demonology  and   Devil-Lore.    Two 

Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  Illusts.,  28s. 
A  Necklace  of  Stories.     Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Hours    v/ith    the    Players.     With 

Steel  Plate  Frontispiece. 
Nights  at  the  Play  :  A  View  of  the 

English  Stage. 

Leo:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  23. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Copyright. — A    Handbook  of 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  in 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.    By 

Sidney  Jerrold,  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of   England;    or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S,  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  —  The    Prophet   of 

the  Great  Smoky   Mountains       By 

Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d 

Creasy. — Memoirs  of  Eminent 

Etonians  :  with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  "  The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13 
Portraits,  73.  6d, 

Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 
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Cruikshank  (George),  continued. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jerrold,  Author  ot 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  A  beautiful  re- 
production of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates 
by  George  Cruihshank,  choicely 
printed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon),Works 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illus- 
trations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.      

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 
aldry; with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts   of   Gold  :     A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Daniel.  —  Merrie    England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
shank. Crown8vo^clothextra^3s^ 

Daudet. — The  Evangelist ;    or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crov/n  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Davenant.  —  What    shall    my 

Son  be  ?  Hints  for  Parents  on  the 
Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for 
their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davknant, 
M ,  A.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

bavies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp, 
Is.  6d.  each. 
One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 
Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide. 
Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Davles'    (Sir  John)  Connplete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

De  Mille.— A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
^  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s,  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.    I  Nicholas Nickleby. 
Pickwick  Papers.    I  Oliver  Twist. 


The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — • 
Also  a  Sm\ller  Edition,  in  the 
May  fair  Library,  Post  8vo,  cloth 
lim-p,  2s.  6d. 
About  England  v/ith  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  a.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 


Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.;  hf.-bound,  9s. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Fifth  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English  Bib- 
liography. Crown  8vo,  1,400  pages, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook."  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Dictionaries,  continued— 

Famlllap  Allusions:  A  Handbook 
of  Miscellaneous  Information ;  in- 
cluding the  Names  of  Celebrated 
<■  Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities, 
and  the  like.  By  Wm.  A:  Wheeler 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.  With 
Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes. 
By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half- 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [Ill  preparation. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  By  Frances  Hays.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. ;  hf.-bd.,  9s. 


Diderot. — Trw  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedian,"  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.    Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6d. 

Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics. 
Poetical  Ingenuities  and   Eccentri- 
cities. 

Doran.  —  Memories     of     our 

Great  Towns  ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  73.  6d. 

Drama,  A   Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  gvo, 
half-bound,  123.  6d.       [In  preparation. 


Dramatists,  The  Old.     Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  63.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Giffokd. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations,  with  IntroductoryEssay 
by  A.C.Swinburne;  Vol.  III.,  Trans- 
lations of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

IVIarlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   One  Vol. 

Massinger's  Piays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col, 
Cunningham.     One  Vol. 

Dyer.  —  The     Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Early    English    Poets.     Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
gvo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.      One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Merrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Herbert  (Lord)  of  Cherbury's  Poems. 

Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo, 
parchiiient,  8s. 

Edwardes(Mrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.    Post  Svo,  illus- 

tr=Ucd  boards,  2s. 
Archie  Lovell.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  ANovel.   By 

Edward  Eggleston.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  2s^ _^__ 

Emanuel.— On   Diamonds  and 

Precious  stones:  their  History,Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  63. 

Englishman's   House,   The:  A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House,  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.  J.  Richardson.  Third  Edition. 
Nearly  Goo  Illusts.  Cr,  Svo.cl.  ex.,7s.6d. 
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English    Merchants:    Memoirs 

in  Illustrationof  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  By  H.  R.  Fox  Bourne. 
With  Illusts.  New  and  Cheaper  Edit. 
revised.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Evvald   (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Cliarles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  You-ng  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  Re-studied:  Historical 
Sketches  from  Original  Sources. 
Demy  8vo  cloth  extra,  12s. 

Eyes,  The. — How  to   Use  our 

Eyes,  and  How  to  Preserve  Them.  By 
John  Browning, F.R.A.S. ,  &c.  Fourth 
Edition.  With  55  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  Is. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco:    Its    His- 

tory  and  Associations ;  with  an  Ac- 
count of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu- 
facture, and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F,  W.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  upwards  of  100 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Allusions:  A  Hand- 
book of  Miscellaneous  Information; 
including  the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships,  Streets, 
Clubs,  Natural    Curiosities,  and  the 

\  like.  By  William  A.  Wheeler, 
Author  of  "  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  ;  " 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  43.  6(1.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the   Royal   Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 

and  their  Relations  to  each  other : 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience  at  the   Royal  Institution. 

Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Farrer.  —  Military     Manners 

and  Customs.  By  J.  A.  Farrer, 
Author  of  "Primitive  Manners  and 
Customs,"  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 


Fin-Bee  — The    Cupboard 

Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by: 

The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man; 
or.  Does  Writing  Pay?  With  Re- 
collections of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's 
Working  Life,  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.   |    Never  Forgotten 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletcher's   (Giles,   B.D.)   Com- 

plete  Poems:  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  iriumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  ^With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Francillon   (R.  E.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.each; 

post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
One  by  One.  I    A  Real  Queen. 

Queen  Cophetua.  | 

Olympia.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23. 
Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  Svo,  Is. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds..  73.  6d.  each^ 

Frere. — Pandurang   Hari  ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Friswel  I. — One  of  Two:  A  Novel, 
By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  Svo,  illus* 
trated  boards,  23. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by  : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The    Old    Showmen    and    the   Old 
London  Fajrs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)    Royal    Guide 

to  the   London  Charities,  1886-7. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda- 
tion,Objects,Income,0£Bcials,&c.  Pub- 
lished Annually.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  Is,  6d. 
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Gardening  Books: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  Gd.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Oup  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jans 
Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  ByF.G  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  6s.  

Garrett. — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Gentleman's   Magazine  (The) 

for  1886.  One  Shilling  Monthly.  In 
addition  to  the  Articles  upon  subjects 
in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  for 
which  this  Magazine  has  so  high  a 
reputation,  "  Science  Notes,"  by  W. 
Mattieu  Williams,  F.R.A.S.,  and 
"Table  Talk,"  by  Sylvanus  Urban, 
appear  monthly. 
%*  Now  ready,  the  Vohtine  foy  January 

to  June,  i886,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d. ; 

Cases  for  binding,  2s.  eacJi. 

Gentleman's  Annual  (The)  for 

Christmas,  1886.  Containing  a  Com- 
plete Novel,  "Wife  or  No  V/ifeP"  by 
T.  W.  Speight,  Author  of  "The 
Mysteries  oi  Heron  Dyke."  Demy 
8vo.  Is. \Preparing. 

"German  Popular  Stories.  Col 

lected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
v/ithan  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin, 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  63.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  73.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What      v/ill      the 

World  Say? 
In  HonoupBound. 
Queen       of      the 

Meadovi/. 


Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Flower  of  the 
Forest.  [lem. 
A  Heart's  Prob- 
TheGoldenShaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

For  the  King.   |  In  Pastures  Green 

In  Love  and  War. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

Heart's  Deliglvtj [^Preparing, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 
Loving  a  Dream.  |  A  Hard  Knot. 


Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains — The 
Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb— 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
Tlie  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  "Pinafore" 
^The  Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Glenny.— A    Year's    Work     in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  Georgb 
Glenny.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Golden   Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dp.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Godwin's  (William)  Live3  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.     Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.    All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Ella.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 
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Golden  Library,  continued. 

Mallory's  (Sip  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthup:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table,  Edited  by  B.  Mont- 
GOMERiE  Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.byT.M'CRiE.D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Vv'orks.    Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's  Early  Poems,  and  Queen 
Mab.    With  Essay  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Shelley's  Later  Poems:  Laon  and 
Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous  Poems,  the 
Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley's  Prose  Works,  including  A 
Refutation  oi  Deism,  Zastrozzi,  St. 
Irvyne,  &c. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The  :  An  Encyclopedia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  73.  6d. 

Graham.  —    The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.      

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the.  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  Hueffer.  545  lUusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Greenaway   (Kate)    and    Bret 

Harte.— The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
away,  Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.     Sm.  4to,  bds.,  5s.       {^Shortly. 

Greenwood  (James),Worl<s  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each, 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low-Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Dick  Temple:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Guyot.— The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  By 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray; 
12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4s.  6(i. 


Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PiNcus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d.. 

Hake   (Dr.   Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden    Ecstasy.      Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  83. 

Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 
racter. By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
W'ood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d^ 

Halliday. — Every-day   Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Hanky-Panky:    A  Collection  of 

Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
lUusts.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,43.  6d. 

Hardy    (Lady    Duffus).  — Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas).— Under  the 

Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "  Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd."  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 


Harwood. — The    Tenth    Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Ha.weis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by  s 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra^ 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts.Ss.' 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  Svo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  lOs.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  Novr 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  8vo 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  ' 
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Haweis  (Rev.  H,  R.). — American 

Humortets.  Including  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward.Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
By  the  Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  |  Dust. 

Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 

Fortune's  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds. 
Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 

Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath    (F,    G.),  —  My    Garden 

Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  ot 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  53. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron :  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Heptalogia    (The) ;      or.     The 

Seven  against  Sense.  A  Cap  with 
Seven  Bells.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev,  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg        (Chevalier 

Ernst  von),  Worl<s  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  100  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
14S.  [/« preparation. 


Herbert.— The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 

Hindiey  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:  In 
eluding  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

Hoey. — The     Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  Front-is- 
pieceby  P.  Macnab.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Holmes  (O.Wendell), Works  by: 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. — Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation :  A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 
From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah's  ArkaaMogical  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
TON  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  63. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  Novel.  PostSvo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.     Cr.  8vQ,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  73.  6d. 
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Hooper.— The  House  of  Raby  : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hopkins— " 'Twixt   Love    and 

Duty:"  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Horne.— Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 
in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  73. 

Howell. — Conflicts  of  Capital 

and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco- 
nomically considered :  Being  a  His- 
tory and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
ot  Great  Britain.  By  Geo.  Howell 
M.P.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hugo.  —  The     Hunchbacl<    of 

Notre  Dame.  By  Victor  Hugo. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Hunt.— Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Thornlcroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned 

That  other  Person.    Three  Vols., 
crown  Svo.  \_Shortly. 

Indoor   Paupers.      By  One  of 

Them.     Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 


Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
ceval Graves.  Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. 

Irving — TaJes  of  a  Traveller. 

By  Washington  Irving.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  23. 

Ja.y  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

The  Dark  Colleen.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2-3. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards.  2s. 


Janvier.- Practical   Keramics 

for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
I .» .\  ■.  lER.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Nature  near   London. 
The  Life  of  the  Fields. 
The  Open  Air. 

Jennings      (Hargrave).  —  Thfi 

Roslcrucians:  Their  Rites  and  Mys- 
teries. With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient 
Fire  and  Serpent  Worshippers,  by 
Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illus- 
trations. A  New  Edition,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each ;  cloth.  Is,  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that   Paid   the    Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:   A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen    Garden:    The  Plants 

we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tions of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and 
Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  PostSvo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exor::ising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries. With  One  Hundred  Illus- 
trations^  

Jonson's   (Ben)    Works.    With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  ISs. :  or  separately,  Gs.  each. 
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Joseph  us.TheCompleteWopks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  143. 

Kempt. — Pencil    and   Paiette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictio.ns:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

Kingsley   (Henry),  Novels   by: 

Oakshott  Castle.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Knight. —  The  Patient's   Vade 

Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  ; 
cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Lamb  (Charles): 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  Complete  Edi- 
tion.   Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  Svo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Little  Essays:  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lares  and    Penates;    orTThe 

Background  of  Life.  By  Florence 
Caddy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 
The   Story  of  the    London   Parks. 

With  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  33.  6d.   

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6cl.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c.: 

The    Thousand    and    One    Nights: 

commonly  called,  in  England,  ",The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d.  each. 
Arabian  Society  In  the  IVliddle  Ages: 
Studies  from  "The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights."  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  "The  Modern 
Egyptians,"  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole.  Cr.  Svo, cloth  extra,  6s. 

Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
Svo,  llustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dunias 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord.' 
With  a  silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"  My  Love!"         |      lone. 

Longfellow: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Longfellow's  Complete  Prose  Works. 
Including  "  Outre  Mer,"  "  Hyper- 
ion,"  "Kavanagh,"  "  The  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe, "and  "  Driftwood." 
With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by 
Valentine  Bromley. 

Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.  Care- 
fully Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illus- 
trations on  Steel  and  Wood. 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 

Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crowa  Svo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d, 
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Lucy. — Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 
By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Lusiad     (The)     of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Macalpine.  —  Teresa    Itasca, 

and  other  Stories.  By  Avery  Mac- 
alpine. Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas, 
2s.  6d. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  IVI.P.),Works 

by: 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  iSSo.  Four 
Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  6.S.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  123. 
each.  [Vol.  I.  now  ready. 


Crown  Svo,   cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon.        |  Miss  IVlisanthrope. 
Liniey  Rochford.  I  Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 


Camiola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

"The  Right  Honourable:"  A  Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell  -  Praed.  Three  Vols., 
crown  Svo. 

McCarthy    (Justin    H.,    M.P.), 

Works  by: 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 
Crom  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.     Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6ci. 

A  History  of  Ireland  from  the  Union 
to  the  Introduction  of  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's Bill.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
6s.  [In  the  press. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised  and  brought 
down  to  the  Fall  of  the  Gladstone 
Administration.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  63. 


McCarthy  (Justin  H.),  continued- 
Doom  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown 

Svo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
Our    Sensation    Novel.      Edited  by 

Justin  H.  McCarthy.    Crown  Svo, 

Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
Haflz  in  London.    Choicely  printed. 

Small  Svo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

MacDonald     (George,     LL.D.), 

Works  by : 
The  Princess  and  Curdie.    With  11 

Illustrations  by  James  Allen.  Small 

crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  53. 
Gutta-Percha    Willie,    the    Working 

Genius.     With    9    Illustrations    by 

Arthur  Hughes.  Square  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  Ss.  6d. 


Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination. 

Pocket  Edition,  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s.  Vol.  i. 
Vv^'iTHiN  and  Without.  The  Hid- 
den Life. — Vol.  2.  The  Disciple. 
The  Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of 
Sonnets.  Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3. 
Violin  Songs.  Songs  of  the  Days 
and  Nights.  A  Book  of  Dreams. 
Roadside  Poems.  Poems  for 
Children.  Vol.  4.  Parables. 
Ballads.  Scotch  Songs.— Vols. 
5  and  6.  Phantastes  :  A  Faerie 
Romance.— Vol,  7.  The  Portent.— 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant's  Heart.  Shadows. —Vol. 
9.  Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden 
Key.  The  Carasoyn.  Little 
Daylight.  — Vol.  10.  The  Cruel 
Painter.  The  Wow  o'  Rivven. 
The  Castle.  The  Broken  Swords. 
The  Gray  Wolf.  Uncle  Corne 
Lius.  [Ready 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattern  cloth,  23.  6d.  each. 

Crown  Svo, cloth  extra, Ss.  6d.  each;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon.    With  a  Fron- 
tispiece  by  J.  E.  MiLLAis. 
Thomas  WIngfold,  Curate.    With  a 
Frontispiece    by  C.  J.   Staniland. 

Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 


Macgregop.  —  Pastimes    and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor,  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
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hOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 
with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative ot  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A,  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Mackay.— Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones: or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 


Macquold  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lOs.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor 
mandy  and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations  by  Thomas  R, 
Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Through  Normandy.    With  90  Illus- 
trations by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 
Through  Brittany.    With  numerou? 
Illustrations    by  T.   R.   Macqugid, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 


Magician's  Own   Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic   Lantern   (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.  l3.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.    5s, 

Mallock  (W.  H.),  Work^biT: 

The  New  Republic  ;  or.  Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia  ;  or.  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.     Small  4to,  in  parchment,  88. 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 


Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur  ;  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited' by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Marlowe's    Works.      Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33. 6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Open !  Sesame ! 
Written  In  Fire 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 

Masterman. — Half    a    Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.    By  J.  Master- 
man.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or.  The  New 
Pilgrim's  Progress  :  Being  some  Ac- 
count of  the  Steamship  "  Quaker 
City's  "  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of"  Mark  Twatn's  Pleasure 
Trip  "),post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 
Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by 
F.  A.  Eraser.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 
and  Charlks  Dudley  Warner. 
With  2X2  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
With  III  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  With 314  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
—Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo,illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  28. 
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Mark  Twain's  Works,  continued — 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Thie  Adventures  of  Huc(<Ieberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition,  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 

Massingep's  Piays.     From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Matthews.— A   Secret  of  the 

Sea,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  :  cloth, 
2s.  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

A  Journey  Round  iVIy  Room.  By 
Xavier  de  Maistre,  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Lattep-Day   Lyrics.      Edited  by  W 

Davenport  Adams. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.     Selected  by 

W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 

from  1800  to  1S70.     Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  "  Burton's  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy." 

Gastronomy   as   a    Fine    Art.      By 

Brillat-Savarin  , 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dicl<ens. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and   Frolics.     By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  \V.  S.  Gilbert, 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea —  Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing:  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce— Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  —  The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  thelp  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 


Mayfair  Library,  continued — 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J,  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or.  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  oi 
Law.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Leigh. 

True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson 
By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women.  By 
E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
Macgregor. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By 
W.  H.  Mallock. 

New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmgnde- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell.  Illustrated  by 
George  Du  Maurier. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by  H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.  By 
H.  A.  Page. 

Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 
Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 
Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  William 
Senior. 

Old  Stories  Retold.  By  Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.     By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

Mayhew. — London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.  Load.    Cr.Svo.lg.;  cl.,l8.6d. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Meppy  Circle  (The) :  A  Book  of 

New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse- 
ments. By  Clara  Bellew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Mexican     IVlustang     (On     a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A  New  Book  of  Ameri- 
can Humour.  By  Alex.  E,  Sweet  and 
J.  Ari\ioy  Knox,  Editors  of  "  Texas 
Siftings."  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Touch   and  Go. 
IVlp.Dorillion. 

Miller.  — Physiology    for    the 

Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
Classes  and  Popular  Reading.  With 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
Miller.    Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d 


Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    A  Concise 

Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of 

the  Skin ;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 

Wines,  Soaps,  Bath-s,  &c. 
The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 

to  Diseases  of  th e  Skin. 

Molesworth    (Mrs.).— Hather- 

court  Rectory.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth,  Author  of  "The  Cuckoo 
Clock,"  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  6d. 

Murray  (D.   Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Vai  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
First    Person    Singular:    A    Novel. 

With    a    Frontispiece    by   Arthur 

Hopkins. 
Cynic  Fortune:  A  Tale  of  a  Man  with 

a  Conscience.    With  a  Frontispiece 

by  R.  Caton  Woodville. 

North  Italian   Folk.     By  Mrs. 

CoMYNS  Carr.  Illustrated  by  Ran- 
dolph Caldecott.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 


Number  Nip  (Stories   about), 

the  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains. 
Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.  With  Illustrations  by  J. 
Moyr  Smith.     Post  8vo,  cl.  extra,'  5s, 

Nursery     Hints:    A    Mother's 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.    By  N, 
E.  Davies,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  Is 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

O'Connor. — Lord  Beaconsfield 

ABiography.  By T.  P.O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconsfield.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O'Hanlon.  — The   Unforeseen: 

A  Novel.  By  Alice  O'Hanlon.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woons. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

O'Reilly. — Phoebe's   hortunes  : 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

O'Shaughnessy  (Arth.),  Works 

by: 
Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.      Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.     Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  10s.  6d. 

Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  each ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  in  Bondage, 
strath  more. 
Chandos. 
Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Idalia. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 
TwoLittleWooden 

Shoes. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarei. 


Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City 

Ariadne 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrello. 

A  Village  Com- 
mune. 

BImbi. 

In  Maremma 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

Princess  Naprax- 
Ine. 
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OuiDA,  Novels  by,  continued — 

Othmar:  A  Novel.  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.    Small  crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  a  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  5s. [^Shortly. 


Parliamentary  Elections  and 

Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  ot 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  "Rowlandson  and  his  Works," 
"  The  Life  of  Gillray,"  &c.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  a  Frontispiece 
coloured  by  hand,  and  nearly  100 
Illustrations,  16s.  One  Hundred  Large 
Paper  Copies  (each  numbered)  have 
also  been  prepared,  price  32s.  each. 


Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s^ 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum : 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medi- 
cal Advice.  By  William  Knight, 
M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward  Knight, 
L. R.C.P.  Crown  8vo.  Is.;  cloth,  ls.6d. 

Paul  Ferroll : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll  :  A  Novel, 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


Paul. — Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(i. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Payn     (James),     Novels     by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Walters  Word.  |       Halves. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  I    High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof.  |  Carlyon's  Year. 


Payn  (James),  Novels  by,  continued— 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Fop  Cash  Only.     |    From  Exile. 

Kit:   A  Memory. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor.  1  Murphy's  IVl aster. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

A  County  Family.  1  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  ClyflTards  of  ClyfTe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  ot 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  A  Book 
for  Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  63. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town:  A  Novel. 
With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  Harry 
Furniss.      Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Fly  on  the  Wheel  :  Humorous 
Papers.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
6s. [In  the  press. 

Pears. — The  Present~bepr^- 

sion  in  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears"  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas) .  By  Edwin 
GoADBY  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.     Demy  Svo,  Is. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by : 

Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp, 
Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.     By  the  Author 

of  "The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. \_Shortly. 

Pirkis  (Mrs.  C.  L.),  Novels  by: 

Trooping  with   Crows.     Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Lady  Lovelace.     Post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  23.  ^Preparing. 
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Planch6  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1873. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6g. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6d. 

Foe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Worl<s,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  IVIystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  Svo.  illust.bds.,23. 

Pope  s  Poetical  Works.    Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-) — "The 

Right  Honourable:"'  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  |      The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald.    Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23. 

Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by  ; 

Flowers  of  the  Sl<y.  With  55  lUusts. 
Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extr^,  6s. 
;  Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

The  Great  Pyramid:  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
lUusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

V/ages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Work ers.     Crown  Svo,  Is.  6d. 

Pyrotechnist's  Treasury  (The); 

or.  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Rabelais'     Works.       Faithfully 

Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac- 
teristic Illustrations  by  Gustave 
Dor6.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6d. 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,3s.6d. 

each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23.  each. 
Peg  Woffington.     Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

FiLDES,  A.  R.A. 
Christie  Johnstone.     Illustrated  by 

William  Small. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.    Il- 
lustrated by   G.  J.  PiNWELL. 
The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 

run  Smooth.  lUustratfed  by  Helen 

Paterson. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 

of  ailTrades;  and  James  Lambert. 

Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.    Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
The  Double  Marriage.    Illust.  by  Sir 

John  Gilbert,  R.A.,andC.  Keene. 
The  Cloister  and  the   Hearth.    Ilf 

lustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 
Griffith  Gaunt.     Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

FiLDEs,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 
Foul   Play.     Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 
Put    Yourself   in    His  Place.    Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  Terrible  Temptation.    lUustrated 

by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.    Illustrated  by 

H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A.  , 

C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A    Simpleton.     Illustrated  by  Kate 

Crauford. 
A     Woman-Hater.       Illustrated     by 

Thos.  Couldery. 
Singleheart    and     Doubleface:     A 

Matter-of-fact  Romance.     Illustrated 

by  P.  Macnab. 
Good    Stories  of    Men    and    other 

Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 

Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 

by  Joseph  Nash. 
Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 

of  Charles  Reade. 

Reader's   Handbook   (The)  of 

Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  Svo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
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Richardson.  —  A    Ministry   of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jamin Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

RIddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(i.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Hep  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party 
Weird  Stories. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Fairy  Water. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by  : 

Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d   each. 
Our  Old  CountryTowns.    With  over 

50  Illustrations. 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 

andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  Crusoe  :   A  beautiful 

reproduction  of  Major's  Edition,  with 
3^  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank,  choicely  printed. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (i^hil),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds. 

The  Poets'  Beasts. 

Poet s'  Natural  History.    [Preparing . 

Rocliefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introdactory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated, 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sv/eetheart. 


Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head  :   A  Collection 
of  Yarns  and  Sea  Descriptions. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each, 
in  the   Middle  V/atch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape . 

Sala.— Gaslight  and  Daylight 

By  George  Augustus   Sala.     Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards.  23. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of    Executioners:     Memoirs    of   the 

Sanson  Family  (16S8  to  1S47I.     Edited 

_  byHENRvSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3s.6d. 

Saunders   (John),   Novels   by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.    Cr,  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Joan   Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Heart  Salvage.   |    Sebastian. 
Gideon's  Rock. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 
Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  J.  E. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo- 
logy, Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy- 
siography, &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or 
63.  per  year,  post  free.  Vols.  I .  to 
XIV.  may  be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and 
Vols.  XV.  to  XXI.  (18S5),  at  5s.  each. 
Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  6d.  each_^^ 

Scott  (Sir  Walter),  Poems  by  : 

Marmion.  With  over  100  new  Illus- 
trations by  leading  Artists.  Small 
4to,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.  With 

over  100  new  Illustrations  by  leading 
Artists.  Sm.4to,  cl.ex.,163.  IShoiilv. 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illus- 
trated, 4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Secret  Out:  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations ;  with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."  By  V/,  H.  Cremer.  300 
Engravings. 
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"  Secret  Out  "  Series,  continued— 

The  Pyrotechnist's  Treasury;  or. 
Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The  Art  of  Amusing :  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew- 
Withi  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

The  Merry  Circle:  A  Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements. 
By  Clara  Bellew.    Many  lUusts. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.   200  Illustrations. 

Seniop.— By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  William  Senior.    Post  8vo,  cloth 
1  mp,  2s.  6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shakespeare: 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623.— A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic pi-ocess — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

TheLansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout's 
Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  MoYR  Smith.    Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

Tiie  Handbook  cf  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake- 
speare, the  compositions  ranging 
rom  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
4to,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  exlr^-Qs, 


Shelley's  Complete  Works,  in 

Four  Vols.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  8s. ; 
or  separately,  2s.  each.  Vol.  I.  con- 
tains his  Early  Poems,  Queen  Mab, 
&c.,  with  an  Introduction  by  Leigh 
Hunt;  Vol.  II.,  his  Later  Poems, 
Laon  and  Cythna,  &c. ;  Vol.  III., 
Posthumous  Poems.the  Shelley  Papers, 
&c.  ;  Vol.  IV.,  his  Prose  V/orks,  in- 
cluding A  Refutation  of  Deism,  Zas- 
trozzi,  St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

Sheridan: — 
Sheridan's    Complete  Works,  wit-h 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 
Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  10 full-page  Illusts. 
Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Short^Sayings  of  Great  Men. 

With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Sidiiey's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"  Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crov/n  Svo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Signboards":  ^Their  History. 
V/ith  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
with  IPC  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by  : 

How  the  Poor  Live.     With  60  Illusts. 

by  Fred.  Barnard,     Large  4to,  Is. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds.     Post  Svo, 

illust.  boards,  23. :  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

The    Ring  o'   Bells.    Post  8vo,  illust. 

__  bds.,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Sketchley.— A   Match    in    the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.      _______ 

Slarfg    Dictionary T^The :    Ety- 

moloj^ical.  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by: 

The  Prince  of  Argolis:  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  Gd. 
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Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by,  continiied — 

Tales  of  Old  Thuie.    With  numerous 

Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  63.     ■ 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch  : 

A  Northern  Oddity.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Small  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 

Society    \v\     London.       By    A 

Foreign  Resident.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  Revised,  with  an  Additional 
Chapter  on  Society  among  the 
Middle  and  Professional  Classes. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  13.  6d. 

Spalding.-Eiizabethan  Demon- 

ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T, 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.ex.,  55. 

Spanish  Legendary  Tales.   By 

Mrs.  S.  G.  C.  Middlemore,  Author  of 
"  Round  a  Posada  Fire."  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 

The     Mysteries    of     Heron     Dyke. 

With   a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 

Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d. ;   post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

A  Barren  Title.  Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

Spenser  for  Children.     By  M. 

H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Stedman.  —  The      Poets     of 

America.  With  full  Notes  in  Margin, 
and  careful  Analytical  Index.  By 
Edmund  Clarence  Stedman,  Author 
of  "  Victorian  Poets."  Cr.  Svo, cl.ex.,  93. 

Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Stevenson  (R.Louis), Works  by : 

Travels    with    a     Donkey    in    the 

Cevennes.  Fifth  Ed.  Frontispiece  by 

W.  Crane.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With  Front,  by 

W.  Crane.  Post  Svo,  cl.  Ip.,  23.  6d. 
Virginibus     Puerisque,    and      other 

Papers.  Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Second  Edit.  Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 
New  Arabian    Nights.      Crown  Svo, 

cl.  extra,  63. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 

Cheap    Edition,    post    Svo,    picture 

cover.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  continued — 

Prince    Otto:     A  Romance.    Fourth 

Edition.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

The  Merry  Men,  and  other  Tales  and 

Fables.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  [Shortly. 

St.  John. — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra.  33.  6d. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
MERN.  Frontispiece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

St.  Pierre. — Paul  and  Virginia, 
and  The  l.ndian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
nardin  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  v/ith  Life, 
by  Rev.  E.  Clarke.  PostSvo,  cl.lp.,23. 

St rutt's  Sports  and  Pastim es 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  William  Hone.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Suburban      Homes    (The)    of 

London :  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates,  and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by: 
The  Queen  Mother  and  Rosamondt 

Fcap.  Svo,  5s. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Chastelard.    A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series. 

Fcap.  Svo,  8s.     Cr.  Svo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  Svo,  9s,    Cr.  Svo,  same  price. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  Svo, Is. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  Svo,  10s.6d. 
Bothwell:  A  Tragedy.   Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :  An  Essay.  Crown 

Svo,  73. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.   Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,6s. 
Note  of  an  English  Republican  on 

the  Muscovite  Crusade.    Svo,  Ig, 
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Swinburne's  (A.  C.)  Works,  continued — 
Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte. Cr.Svo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Sliakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  83. 
Songsof  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram    of    Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  9s. 
ACentury  of  Roundels.  Small  4to,  8s. 
A    Midsummer   Holiday,  and   other 

Poems.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Ma,rino  Faliero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Cr.  8vo,6s. 
Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Symonds. — Wine,  Women  and 

Song:  Mediasval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.     Small  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax's   (Dr.)   Three   Tour's  : 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
Hotten.   Med.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

TaTnTe's     ^H  isto  ry    of     ETTg  I  is h 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)  Diversions 
of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The     Sagacity     and     Morality    of 

Plants  :    A   Sketch  of  the  Life  and 

Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 

ColouredFrontispiece  and  loo  Illust. 
Our  Common    British    Fossils,  and 

Where  to  Find  Them:  A  Handbook 
^       for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

Taylor's      (Tom)      HTstorical 

Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.'' 
One  Vol.,  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 
rately,  at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson    (Lord) :    A^Biogra- 

phical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 

dotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece-    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels   by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

Thomas  (M.).— A  Fight  for  Life : 

A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W,  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner's  Original 
Drawings.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  Post  Svo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  iaverns.     With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.    With  nearlv  50  Illusts. 

Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |    Marion  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
JohnCaldigate.  |  American  Senator 

Trollope(FrancesE.), Novels  by 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel's  Progress.  |  Anne  Furness. 
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Trollope(T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Trowbridge. — Farneli's  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  

Turgenieff.  —  Stories      from 

Foreign  Novelists.    By  Ivan  Turge- 
nieff, and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
__  33. 6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  —  Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s^ 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty   and    the    Beast.       With  a 
Frontispiece  by  P.  Macnab. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      With  Illustrations 

by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.      Illustrated 

by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
The  Huguenot  Family.  With  Illusts. 
Lady  Bell.  Front,  by  R.  Macbeth. 

Buried  Diamonds:  A  Novel.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.  Three 
Vols.,  demy  Bvo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each . 

Villari.  —  A    Double    Bond:    A 

Story.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap. 
Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Walford  (Ed  w.,  M.A.),Works  by : 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdoin.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa- 
tion, &c.,  of  more  than  12,000  dis- 
tinguished Heads  of  Famiiies,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Ofi&ces  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-sixth  Annual  Edition, 
for  1886,  cloth  gilt,  503. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1886).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  32mo,  cloth.  Is. 
Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1836). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  l3. 


Walford's  (Edv/.)  Works,  coiitiniicil— 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1886).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1886).  Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  &c.  New 
Edition,  embodying  the  results  of 
the  recent  General  Election.  32mo, 
cloth.  Is.    Published  annually. 

The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet- 
age, Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1886).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  samo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Haunted  London.  By  Walter 
Thornbury.  Edited  by  Edv.'ard 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crowa 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Walton  and Cotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or.  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt    Whitman,~Poems  by. 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  WlILIAM  M.  ROSSETTI.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand- 
made paper  and  bound  in  buckram, 
6s. _^ 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich-Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.     By  Frederick  Bovle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

IVIerrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  RoBT.  Cruiksiiank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hssse-War- 
tegg.    V/ith  22  Illustrations. 
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Wanderer's  Library,  The,  coniimied— 

The  Life  and  Adventui-es  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 

The  Genial  Showman  :  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
HiNGSTON.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 
By  Jacob  Larwood.     With  Illusts. 

London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.     Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 
Jilemoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (i638 
to  1847).    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 

Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  "  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.     

Warrants,  &c.  :— 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nme 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  23. 

Warrantto  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.    Price  23. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
ot  the  Original  Document  m  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours^^ Price  5s. 

WeatherTHow  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F  W,  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  CrowH 
8vo,'ls. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain;  or,  History  ot 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  ot 
Marks.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  61. 


Whistler's(Mr.)  "Ten  o'clock." 

Uniform  with  his  "  Whistler  w.  Ruskin: 
Art  and  Art  Critics."  Cr.Svo.lS.  [Shortly. 

WiUiams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by ; 
Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 

Magazine.    Is.  Monthly. 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6ii. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  23.  6d-. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WlTson  YDrTAndrew,  F.R.S.E.), 
Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development. 
Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre- 
face.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts,,  6s. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  [Preparing. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  Il- 
lustrations. Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth 
limp.Js.^^ 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by: 

Cavalry  Life.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Regimental  Legends.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biogra- 
phical Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
8 v o,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wo^^. — Sabina:  A  Novel.  By 
Lady  Wood.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Words,    Facts,   and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionar0bf  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheaper  issue, 
cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  ;  half-bound,  93. 

Wright"(Thomas),  Works  by : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  <5cc. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Prolusely 
Illustrated  by  F.W.  Fairholt.F.S.A. 

Y at es^Ed rn u n d ) ,  N dvei s "by": 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Castav/ay.  |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 
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THREE-VOLUME  NOVELS 


WILKIE  COLLINS'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

The  Evil  Genius:  A  Novel.  By  Wilkie 
Collins,  Author  of  "The  Woman  in 
White."    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

WALTER  BESANT'S  NEW  NOVEL, 
Children  of  Gibeon:  A  Novel.  By 
Walter  Besant,  Author  of  "  All  Sorts 
and  Conditions  of  Men,"  "Dorothy 
Forster,"  &c.  Three  Vols.,  crown 
Svo. 


N   THE    PRESS. 

MRS.  HUNT'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
That  other  Person  :  A  Novel.   By  Mrs. 
Alfred  Hunt,  Author  of  "Thorni- 
croft's  Model,''  "The  Leaden  Casket," 
&c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

GRANT  ALLEN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
In  ail  Shades:  A  Novel.      By  Grant 
Allen,  Author  of  "  Strange  Stories," 
"Philistia,"   "Babylon,"  &c.     Three 
Vols.,  crown  Svo. 


HALL  CAINE'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
A  Son  of  Hagar:  A  Novel.     By  T.  Hall  Caine,  Author  of  "The  Shadow  of  a 
Crime,"  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 


THE    PICCAD 

;  Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors, 
crown  Svo,  cloth 
BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Philistia. 

BY  BASIL. 
A  Drawn  Game, 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  IVIortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN, 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water.      I  The  New  Abelard. 
Matt.  I  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


ILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS, 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 


New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
I  Say  No. 


BY  BUTTON   COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY   WILLIAM  CYPLES 
Hearts  of  Gold 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J    LEITH  DERWENT 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |    Kitty. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen Cophetua.  I     A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  | 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Cape!  Girls. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.         |  For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say  P 
in  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
TheGoldenShaft.lOf  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free.  Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot.  I  Fancy  Free. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  |      Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Stroma. 
Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 
Dust.  I     Foictune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 
IVIiss  Cadogna. 
Love— or  a  Name. 

BY  SIR  A.   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY, 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 
Thornicroft's   iVIodei, 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW, 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON, 
Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Weil  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family 
"IVly  Love!"  I    lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fieyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy,  m.p. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Linley  Rochford.    |    A  Fair  Saxon. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  DonnaQulxoto 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  V/ingfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open  !  Sesame  !    1    Written  In  Fire 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.  I      Coals  of  Fire. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.     I      Hearts. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massing- 1  A     Confidential 


Agent. 
From  Exile, 
A   Grape  from   a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Some      Private 

Views. 
Kit:  A  Memory. 
The         Canon's 

Ward.       [Town. 
The  Talk  of  the 
PRICE. 
The  Foreigners 


berd. 
Best  of  Husbands 
Halves. 

Walter's  Word. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
Carlyon's  Year. 

BY  E.  C. 

Valentina.  | 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  |     Foul  Play. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 

A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readianst 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

The  Jilt. 

Good    Stories   of   Men    and    other* 
Animals. 
BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-Party, 

Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman. 

Two  Dreamers. 

One  Against  the  World. 

The  Lion  In  the  Path. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rocl<.       I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.     |  Sebastian. 

BY  T.    W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisle.  |  Cressida. 
The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through,. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo'b  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Regimental  Legends. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
BY  EDMOND  ABOUT, 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  Awi. 
Carrof  Carrlyon.  I     Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER, 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN, 
Strange  Stories. 
Phiiistia. 

BY  BASIL. 

A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
BY  SH  ELS  LEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema, 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
Ail  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forstep. 
Uncle  Jack. 


POPULAR    NOVELS. 

boards,  23.  each. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.      |      Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |         Flip. 
Maruja. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
The    Shadow    of  |  The     Martyrdom 

the  Sword.  of  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  I  Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard 
Love  Me  for  Ever.  |  Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.   I 

BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surly  Tim. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian 

BY  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS, 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY   WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts, 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
WiLKiE  Collins,  continued. 


Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughtep 
Tiie  Black  Robe. 
Heaptand  Science 
"  I  Say  No." 


Man  and  V/ife. 
Poop  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  op  Mps.  P 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 

BY  MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I  Fpom  Midnight  to 
Tpansmigpation.    |      Midnight, 
A  Fight  with  Foptune. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Tv/enty.  |      Fpances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLS, 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |    Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    1  Nicholas  Nickleby 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |    Archie  Loveil 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I         Kitty, 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.    I    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy  five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.   E.   FRANCILLON. 
Olympla.  I    Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.       1    A  Real  Queen. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  HA  IN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT, 
The  Capel  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  CHARLES' GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  The  Flower  of  the 

For  Lack  of  Gold.        Forest. 
What     will      the   A  Heart's  Ppoblem 

World  Say  P  The  Braes  of  Yap- 

In  Honour  Bound.       row. 
In  Love  and  War.   The  Golden  Shaft 
For  the  King.  Of  High  Degree. 

In  PasturesGreen    Fancy  Free. 
Queen  of  the  Mea-    By   Mead   and 

dow.  I     Stream. 

BY    WILLIAM   GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests, 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke, 

BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLIDAY, 
Every-Day  Papers. 
BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree, 
BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl, 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Stroma 

Ellice  Quentin,       |  Dust, 
Prince  Saroni's  V/ife. 
Fortune's  Fool.      |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
BY  SIR   ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  BIron. 

BY  MRS.  CASH  EL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 
A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER, 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 
The  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGE  LOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
Lynm  Lintox,  continued — • 
V/ith  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love  |      lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fieyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy,  m.p. 


Dear  LadyDlsdain 
Tha    Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My  tinemy's 

Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 


Liniey  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a 

Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 


BY  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon. 
Thomas  VVingfold,  Curate. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |      Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 

Open!   Sesame        I  A  Little  Stepson. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild     Fighting  the  Air 

Oats.  I  Written  in  Fire. 

BY  J.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 
BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       |      Mr.  Dorilllon. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
ALIfe'sAtonement    Val  Strange. 
A  Model  Father.       Hearts. 
Joseph's  Coat.  The  Way  of    the 

Coals  of  Fire.  World. 

By  the  Gate  of  the    A    Bit  of  Human 
Sea.  Nature. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  QUID  A. 
Held  in  Bondage.     TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 
In  a  V/i liter  City. 


Strath  more. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
F-Jck. 

Folia   Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Sign  a. 


Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Pipistrello. 
A    Village   Com- 
mune. 
Bimbi. 

In  Maremma. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 


Princess  Napraxine. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Like  Father,  Like 

Son. 
A    Marine    Resi- 
dence. 
Married    Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not    V/ooed,    but 

Won. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  Ono  Roof. 
High    Spii-lts. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
So.me     Private 

Views. 
From  Exile. 
A   Grape   from    a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The  Canon  sWard 


Lost  Sip  Massing 

berd. 
A     Perfect    Trea- 
sure. 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 
Cecil's  Tryst. 
Clytrards  of  Clyffe 
The  FamilyScape- 

grace. 
Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 
Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter's  Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Humorous  Stories 
Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 
£200  Reward. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina,  |    The  Foreigners." 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to   Mend 

Hard  Cash.  |    Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Simpleton.       I      A  Woman-Hater. 

Readiana.  |      The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good    Stories    of    Men   and    other 
Animals. 
BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

Wsird  Stories. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON, 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  JAMES  RUNCIMAX. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

BY    ]V.   CLARK  RUSSELL, 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 
A  Levantine  Family. 
BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
One  Against  the  World. 
Guy  Waterman. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  IVlerryv/eathep. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
The  High  IVlills. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 
Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |     Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator". 
Frau  Frohmann. 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
John  Caldigate. 
By  FRANCES  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness. 
Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  J.  T.   TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 

of  Europe. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER, 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

BY  y.  S.   WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.      |   The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


POPULAR  SHILLINa  BOOKS. 
JeflF  Briggs's  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Kathleen    Mavourneen.    By  Author 

of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Lindsays  Luck,      By  the  Author  of 

"  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Pretty    Polly    Pemberton.     By  the 

Author  of  "That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's.'' 
Trooping    with    Crows.       By    Mrs. 

Pirkis. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard 

Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.     By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden   that    Paid   the   Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 
Curly.      By  John   Coleman.      Illus- 
trated by  J.  C.  DOLLMAN. 

Beyond  the  Gates.   By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
An    Old    Maid's   Paradise.     By  E.  S. 

Phelps. 
Burglars  In  Paradise.  ByE.S. Phelps. 
Doom :     An    Atlantic    Episode.      By 

Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 
Our    Sensation    Novel.      Edited   by 

Justin  H.  ^L\cCARTHY,  M.P. 
A  Barren  Title.     By  T.  W.  Speight. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.     By   R. 

Louis  Ste'toinson. 
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